THE MORNING WILL DAWN.




eld the dear old beech trees. the dogwoods with their beautiful white
that lovely forest, the clouds of bereavement which had darkened life's
late were uplifted.” —Page 110.
" I know each beech and maple tree,
Each climbing brier and shrub | see —
Like friends they stand to welcome me.''—Alice Cary.
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during the past few years, and were @pfg%u_b;j pub-
lished in my home and other papers. They came to

me as JW‘;Z);E?ELCEE from the realm of daily

]

-

and human sy j‘n:}r“ly in which I then lived. Sit
then I have felt called to republish them in 1

manent form, and thus T send forth this little volum

I send it as a loving message to my friends, my tried
and trusted friends, whose sympathy has ever encom-

passed my life like the @mf‘;’s 1g foliage of my native
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beeches, and the fragrance of whose love has been to
me as the perfume of the lowly violet.
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Just a pink where the clouds have been,
Just a gray mist, pale and thin,
Over the mountains ;
And far in the west
A robin flying home to her nest
- In the sunset glow.

Just a peace where the storm has been,
Just a quiet and rest within
Over the soul;
And out of the gray
A vision glad of a better day,
‘When the morn shall come.
' — Annie Horton Young.
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“ | had awoke from an unpleasant dream,
And light was welcome to me. I looked out
To feel the common air, and when the breath
Of the delicious morning met my brow,
Cooling its fever, and the pleasant sun
‘;fiﬁsm the dark forest, it was like
The feeling of the captive who comes forth
From darkness to the cheerful light of day."

Through the darkest night, if we have this faith, we
are safe. If we do not, we are lost in the murky at
1M0S i::f ere of doubt and despair. How often some im-
pending evil puts the edge of a spiritual eclipse upon

1}
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i}j_ﬁ;_@ Sut ; ?kwmk‘j”‘ﬁaﬂi\' as t he *]n?‘t:_bvf@@fr ﬂ"L :ss(gf\mgv‘éfiiih@*
upon its burning disc. How sickness or the affliction
of our Qm@ mn@ﬂﬂ turns nature f}dhm[ how the
death of some loved one will convert all the trees to

cypress, and the W(’J while passing through az;u
fgggs;kﬁtslgﬁ@.@_ @k{h%g.-,, 3(‘;’6L_{jnt0 I remember latel ly a

day of pain—a day %: . the depths — reaching hot ur by
hour into darkness—in a blind struggle —longing
for r -_"i. ;:‘sn the end—any end. The great artist was
w,@ﬁ'}{a" g the new creation, with its bewitchin g lights
' L\"@ ’1[‘31“0 hills in the distance fram _h ¥4 th

s:"f”@&l 'i.f@::ﬁ; vh@a: t rees

iﬁ@@_@@ :i;'?f: ﬁ-n iihL !:n_ ch mrr’l..n@:ﬂg_ Ot I;k:)\”?g'rg ;
seemed almost more than I could bear, for
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h j;ﬂ'?in(éﬁahy \Hi‘ﬁllul nature \v"}alﬁii :hni her m@"{')@:;_ mood.
I 55!’1 ‘not look up—was trying to ura:;cfm,km“.ﬁ__g}@f
1fiﬂij arm and to the heart of the All-Father | but could
not find Him for the L?-rfﬂ*’“@&‘w of : my soul’s d‘i:;a"} %ﬁhw

1’"
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row and its burden of affliction. ‘The railroad coach
was '@J@@?Qﬂb”ﬁ_}{ 3 the heat intense ; a Uﬂkx’?ﬁ PN lm

I @r (_E_ﬁt. \Jsﬁ\h(_kiu'ldﬂ,__‘]l}_j._%' hum of \v(j@.ﬁch how I ] h%:i_rg ed
for one whose insp :ﬁnu;-; tones and thrilling s JL_
SO {"iil@”’} 1if ggul ;Ei‘{é‘l nto a ]sn_t her @aﬁl}qai"@m r@n L_sapgbg_,j

Lﬁu ‘13\-;%!{_} llﬁﬁﬁ: :Eu \w.’ﬂkul‘ 71:@(9[ was not mi‘;m-xﬁu{j @wlo’iak'
malfé{jﬂu ot a\t]L}’}LL @ImuL to 1ri"‘"{d}"a5h!>7@ _'g?_n_L @Ei\ﬂhﬁ“ﬁ!{_y 'b’a'l 11351“\1

Qy_;(:{jl@l me. T shra nﬂ]t' away in my th’ﬁa‘}nlo‘sﬁn‘ua:.hhm& and

C‘{:‘,ih”r(:‘iv, \wﬂ:ﬁ_ Eiﬂ‘ll_!j?} i_ hhtUnC‘ir gj(}j_g}f‘)‘.t\v:@ Ju;{}asl them ;:r!gt \';']'j

n inf E‘U’“L‘Uf cry from '".},3" heart reached out 1@\'\'@"{3{ lljﬂﬂ\v
ga _[:;i“'\? ’3?“1&2 rest Or U'l&‘ r:ib}’-}nlL was '-.':{L‘iu"ﬁr ﬂ:’:\ a

stupor of despair. I was aroused by sweetest stra
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of music. ‘The ministers and their wives who were
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t ul@m{ way to kkrﬁ.“:\’i_ﬂ:{_ were \ﬂ%‘}‘ﬁﬁi{"r LAY ']ﬁ"i@ Home of
the Soul,”’ and d ‘‘’The Sweet Bye and Bye.”” I arose,

lool <@ni ub!L of uh v.amkqbw—, sd_u_‘cmrrib‘ @thmﬂm-& Maiabm—
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rising f:m C‘!‘? iﬂino Lﬂ_‘té”}-:iﬂ of ni; tu.m
;Ei‘ﬂ?bﬁiff@@ as Ldu{_‘y !a} iﬁ never |ﬁ5§q:_]‘_"‘ 1b
imL o5 stretched their green arms from \?iL{T}

hnﬂ_ In(_u ]a‘jﬁ»ty@:‘i lEr‘L‘S"\ !l;uk(‘ 1“3@!&‘““ la}f'bqope:ia;i'?':hizaﬁ:" A

7 "rL moved with my spirit, I knew not whence or
whither. On and on we we afL\, ']5:?‘?“?7";"55 g the dark forest
anc 1d h; ﬁﬁﬁ:w Ilﬂgwhnu}l i Treen ?aa(g? \Hn\ob\g yere 1;}3:;\) 19!}}15}1\:\ !n‘@nkomu-
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ates were ajar, and what floods of glory came pouring
n, “Uthes moi ﬁwaﬁl,a@1x shut at all by day iﬁ(}fr
there shall be ﬁ@f_g“i, there.”’ ""Jﬁ,iv@ lamb who is in
the midst of the throne shall feed them, and lead them
unto living fountains of v m:@gi there shall be no
ote ﬁ@iﬁ*xm:f‘rd God shall wipe away all teats from
their eyes.”” An unspez m’é:m]jg ﬁ;’&’ﬂﬁb”t}"«g}@i‘ the (‘_@_i D ef)w
usqemi meaning of that wonderful dawn lifted and en-
larged my consciousness intoa g@.@@t r and blessedness
I could not have told of, only it overswept me and held
me. My L@Eﬁj’b had passed away with the darks u@w
of the night. Would that I could fitly express what I
SO @ Let:}%);, igal,  (On Ciﬁzn,cﬂgd@i@wﬁ”r@w there is a share
large e ugh for each, and sooner or later must the
i_'_r'n'a__iau be laid upon every one of us, and l_y_gw the
end if we faint not. For then as never before do we
know our true selves, when as if in our darkness a
rentle, caressing hand had been reached forth, and a
oft, sweet voice had murmured low: ‘‘Come closer
'i_i@ @e@”” 'This life, full to overflowing as it has been
with cares, trials, and disappointments, has acquired
a solemr nn w(:'rru{a‘h'@:@) a new daw v, on account t of these
Very idahi;g:;C‘b ‘“ Even ﬁ? Our Sorrows we ]‘l@Un - to the
eternal plan,”’ says one. I believe more and more as
time goes on in our great griefs and bereavements, the
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frue gthuubr(“i't comes ermI ﬁ;{g’jﬁ"@“ C‘é mzhl CLE\\*TN‘(‘; IG_E}MG} a
m {“_ [e] n("LH:-h }Eu[}__gpjnk(_f!]ﬁb @C;‘FL‘{:_ s__g L’h W@ lﬁai E.‘q(ﬁ\w‘ﬁ(“ u@ar-

ward to do more, to love more, to !l;} more ourselve «c‘»‘g
to ]-._)‘B_Il}_ our life into love for @7‘@”& We are comforted

when we Ur)'l to ILCHD uh(}:{_ \n,lao Sr@fmo'r 'j*lrux‘\,*rfu‘jr’a
than ourselves. ]:\»:L!k Iihgi&‘hgﬁf-‘ 'iﬂf_ fﬂ‘(_‘”k‘c“@ which
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The fresh air this lauiﬁ.ﬁs_b.ii.m delicious. A soft mm;
haze is on the ”\Jmsm; and the atmosphere | is so clear
'ﬁ-fﬁ_ ui_“_u L»Cﬁ m:ihj* :ﬁu 'L-m_ _b, ‘qu @E“"U”t mhpw-q \\’xf’s

-
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1.-..

_LI’J;j.; 11]“};‘1; 1_nal_“ “}l cﬁ},{:&y 'ﬁh_? Tjj_@* *ﬁalls’czr uﬁE!:r iskupnek‘ ’hagl[l

IL}”&@"& g W vith \H,dﬁ{_j&@-&‘{é}aﬂL »uhp&:ﬁ,ﬁ&"’l go out ag {‘hﬁel and
15:{_‘11 ze 1r\n‘16jn=t t?@ir ne 'r"'(g‘-aF‘ ”M\ai M(_@t(u!: {"ix@@?{tq ]_E‘J_u‘,,h\*

'_'u_if_‘r“!:lb:qcﬁ 2hY Qs u,uky ﬂ:juﬁ;]ﬁbu:bal iufjﬁ ID‘L}-m’{hn! (a@y" \HmLLC?E_i
have a divine tenderness, a de m@; ;?ﬂh“mhg_ms;- a more

5(}1}”@1 ik)wijﬁlé ESS ) [_ﬂn}'ﬁul niill LLK m' S _ o
ding May, than all the pompse and 151&91@@ @%‘ :as:u:éiiuii:éip:;f_e:@u;r;sia‘;\:r-‘
These days are n!ux} Q?m\v "-._ak'i_@ f‘il’\b\;’:}” @\i’%‘ the tr;f'—l'b‘g@%j:- vear

I often think of w
‘“’Then a \..&mli ,l )\"?:n?afﬁs”‘\ .m* @*-Lruo\ of st LOrms. -‘(‘-\i'ﬁ.f

-ﬁun_l;‘h_r@\cj’_@ 1110Ves on. "-\'}F[?} }ﬁ?}t‘i‘? t!m nin}'rzi \H%alaﬂhu :llgk}* come

E‘E'ﬂ;‘éi g0 I am '_ﬁ,‘ij'ibkﬁhawg so much of their jn‘jﬁ\)a(oi\o\r « bird

lgi io}ﬁt:%ll‘ wnljjml@-ﬂ:@l *‘hs\_} mL\um[‘ﬂa'r water, w |ﬂfl[ ha
i’EuEhE'i 7 }_;Oo‘ml m!nur@s‘x {ht!at ][ not mulnisum \ ol E \,‘.ﬂr' 1 al the

theological mm--a ry of a world where —

‘* Everlasting spring al abides,
‘,,,\'1:! never \"aih!-)uh; o flowers,
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jn\, C \evmsgt ;;,Gh’b"‘l ’j ead ‘\u"@i DO bnzlmimii‘_\r en to ld nrow
in an occasional October with its fringed 5\;1::; ns and
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dropping leaves—with November omitted.
beautiful would be the scene, how sweet the musie, if
we iwglmlzm nearness to the soul of ﬁhrﬁij_g ; heard
harmonies a ’ﬂi’ﬂ Cﬁtsmda, and kept a heart full

guileless D}Z!y/‘i. Iness, as free from mjww"r"mf as from
r:.zs.s,sll,‘;vj._aﬁ E&i}i@@%”_ ; dwelt in a region where aversions
are almost unfelt—

“ %;@:}3 only W hat is fair,
Sipping only what is sweet.””

Into each soul f ‘@@ﬁﬁu a ray from the Sun and
Soul of the Universe. FEach, a er_Cg to his individual
capacity, reccives of the fullness of Him that filleth all

and in all. There isinfinite variety of personal experi-
ence. ‘‘So many kinds of voices in the world, and none
of them without significance.”” God has some mes-
sages which he sends us by His skies and forests, His
ocean and mountains, and the unconscious words' of
strangers, but He has others _af,i can only reach us
through sympathizing and loving voices. ‘Tosome He
ex;ssa:j:‘ His messages U,E@_@H ”h@ dear old church, the
prayers, and the old tunes

- And yet, much as we m:-;,x_ this quickening of o

natures, how often it seems as if this motive ”n@
were altogetherlacking. It is life itself “ whereof our
nerves are ‘&D’J > But when we reflect we can see
how all along the way we are drinking at ,(sm‘ﬁ_, s of
inspiration. @i etimes, after days of languor, when
our spirits seem to have lost all power of aqs‘um aneous

l—“
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“'“"')ﬁ_?“ ther
with the f; Juﬂ-""@i& waft :
sunrise m(l mmggh with @a f unspe «q@w

that without any conscious @?mn C.‘L'!Cr.' f_%;@@ﬁis:‘ Ioa:sa to
sing, ““Oh, God, I thank thee that Ilive |* Whatis
frue c Or It]ll ﬂm{qo;hrﬁf aﬂiﬂa’{_{l‘él@ ()l (a LyS | - ”\L i_?&:\ i‘é- true

.

of countless other things. Strains of martial music
come to make our hearts beat quick w azuads@«") C purpose.
The sweet harmonies of sacred song serve to lift our
souls heavenw '.ﬁr(l) to make us li‘i'r’x-&‘w_i of the 5153 or and
narrow circle of our ordinary though sl';l’-i feeling,

t "}k_j'h[mjﬁi_‘i__é?(:@g:ﬁ\";ﬂjfl the sense of a Q’nn'@ @‘f inf

tion. ]F']u(g \:{g)a Qz L’LTQ I“CL;_: hir. nﬂfly ]rﬁ:‘ L@nﬂ

11 ne, Serves mihnﬂ}t Lu@qnnln)ﬁﬁkbnh:&: b:iaﬁ,\}mo‘n our bei
into living flame. ‘The words of some great-hearted
«:muﬂl __] some .ﬂfljros“f(_ moment come lh{!lck‘ JL b : 1t

flashes to clear away t the iE(}AJl vapors that Gj\é‘:ftﬁca\{‘;&nff"\o‘: s
vision and paralyze our powers. Or it may be some

maf m\,a'r'* 'ﬁ@?ﬁl{ﬁﬂ. m’iﬁl @TE&T@ -{;rémléi ;_agat—:avﬁf@ S ’v‘-EcTTﬁ;’E} th

our w wi.l]l:iﬁ@lg}‘_) ‘fbn'hjf‘l ll]lL \iju'k‘iw (é‘n a k‘ﬁur@u_{ulul to \,"157.15,6351 all
things are possible.

These are but a few of those blessed messages that

have come to us all. Thus "“Uuu ma hﬂlile !rt\*wit}?’ii'ifi@fﬁ@
goes on.”’ 'The inspiration of
from listening to one giving of

18Y na r\u! sunk

gl deur l:ﬁ: ij*‘(‘ ocean, whose L.i\?;ﬁ' EIE!J[ bes

g :{g@ﬂ}!\wol pa ain and

m!@(‘_zthﬁwﬁiﬁ his heart, awaking h Abbalbaty
or life and growth.

1;0‘5,“ mak fﬁ}---]nh&ma 1:‘&3—@:\!.
ear "ul the voice of the ‘uiﬁ_ﬁ_iz_:sl Efﬁnﬁ"\"f A ters.

t BV ‘ery

He had ]
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nerve had thrilled joyfully to thelife and motion around
him. He had seen great s f@g”ﬁ;ru_;ﬁ waves whose
green crest broke suddenly into beautiful masses of
spray, that with {'_E}i)i?‘ﬁ?ﬁ:'”tfi{:j_b'@ fell in i.{)%ti(}ﬂﬁﬁfr ]ukﬁ;"'&:-.
upon the sand. He had listened to Llﬂ@ song that
breaks forever r@)’u! ﬁ]ac C_@Q:) heart of the the sea, had
heard the ny_daﬁ@ of happy waves upon :i* S
Who shall sz y that the divinest words may not
spoken in li’l;t_C‘C strange inward thrills? If by search-
ing we cannot find out God L may he not come E}][][ un-
bidden to the heart in these g«::m moments of strong
’eﬁ‘"@in{:‘jinﬂ 1t$“bﬁj‘§_t the open vwﬁa@j@\y S Or o)(jj;ﬁﬁ"t' J:j
seems to look down upon our souls, and the fullness of
our faith and love flows back to Him. Your best
thought of God is true, and my best thought of Him
is true, but all too small, our deepest emotions f:u_ﬁ_ ':..g. .-

cold. His beauty shines from the starry hea

glows from | the autumn woods ; itisina cgm,f@[ bitter
berries. And if the sight of the heavens over-

115
L

dow us, the eye may rest in quiet content on the
nch of be T'i:im If we take each moment as it comes,

; es alw {f%,fh open to present b i:}@-n&'ﬁy‘ 3 ?rﬁﬂ:}'e

to the 1h>§fa: nt w 01_” ye are in mm ony with all the

Universe ; w fmmu*ah.n and He is ours.




not @_Jhy (ﬂwe\@w!ﬂ but

Our influence has an extension beyond word or pres-
ence. \&:,)‘*)?Enﬁ acts upon x.ﬁ' Al £

over matter, and our intens se dgaihcc for the good of our
-wr‘l:;_"("l or our enemy ait ffects him none the less strong 455\-

because he ﬂ~‘~1=k1@1&:0‘b’iﬁ(e“ ”h . We think, we desire,
we pray, and our signal flashes along the electric chain
that binds us in a common brotherhood until it reaches
the one it is meant to move, and then, if sense be nof
too gross to receive the impression, it becomes a 2 std-
@bnl 1hrk}"ﬁlr}ﬁgﬁi“;ﬂ0

There are those who have the power of com ?3 E;i'_}g"
us -@b_ammﬁ@@s; to %i@ﬂﬁ% lru:@ﬁ@iwwha’a@ cg“i w? |
truth. y ler
the influence @?is: one \n'ﬂj,(_) iu_ma the m'ts of @,h_s@ Sa fg in
us a need of the highest living. We did not know as
the noiseless and g centle days a:'!’h*’qn‘ﬂa;i by how much
b ’n_ﬁi:g‘"v lﬂak_},'f ]L‘Ojﬁm \"WL k_tid not know 1&’1 what '.l}cIL__\L)
charm Lbs;, but when we went into the presence of
those who lived on a a lower ’ji*ﬂp for smaller :am[‘.,
'“la"’ial W nm}nl a ]E_ IL’}{!"'O ‘t_q;_)t ]L‘D?‘?lﬁﬁ '5"/\\ lk:'f:% LaLY\,uisl {0} z'
usul@[ u@jE‘b_;;_g, 7e a{o}\.n'h%{;a[ ulﬂ: {‘i“@“{ in the Q\qn;a_s\o\:r
]:ﬁa@:l as one a (__Lj\:x who comes t:{b@kak@:ﬂi_i}? from pure alr
@)Silmmk:\ ﬂa’lumirh@ @{sauu‘uiug ‘an_l ub’iﬁl;"iﬁis@ air of 1_4& lamhm

Ly n

by
-"""'\

true as gz@'swﬁ?ké%a e, '{v‘,\tﬁﬁ@ﬁ\f_“ i}i"‘é”?— is as {ifh‘@ (;gzlm !-E}au jons @5
flowers. ‘I'o come from her presence is like leaving a
garden of spices at dew-fall. One’s thoughts, |




The Morning Will Dawn.

o |
\D

garments, are perfumed with the aroma of gentle in-
fluences um@rd all that is holy and good. Such

1

-

omen live mﬂ@gﬁg,mm% We are filled with
th wﬁ@rﬁtguﬁn there is a kindness, a beauty, a
tle loving nature every now and then s:iv(:chny i@g@eﬁ?
socially and aﬁ"’ﬁ@j@ ‘one to another, that makes

nl

—]

life rosy, sweet, and rich. There are persons going
about whose souls are as a whole band of music to
ey érsjo@f_hf who is near t ﬁa(;_*r.;f) and one dwells in their
]ﬁk‘s‘-‘@ 1ce in a a bounty of ﬂhﬁm perpetually. Their

l\r)

gination ranges not among physical t things, but
,,,,, "v_j; @_L:ﬁ”l\f'fﬁgjfjbﬁvﬂlﬂﬁg_@J }"‘}"ML_M meekn ESSROLA the
mu of such a love, such a sympathy for men as
shows if_‘iL_-l that their wickedness ﬁ%%ﬂ:ﬁ you is 1510,‘!3, SO

much an attack on you as reason of sorrow for them.,
Men are ed an& ucated more by the spirit of the teacher

;;im they are by the m@z} truth which he teaches.
are all the subject of that indefinable something:
\'rﬂ@mﬁﬁﬁiﬁﬁﬂ'ﬁ“j gﬁ@ \",‘Hmv er may have been a
Ezws‘wﬁ@aml power or attainments, however log-
lly or conclusively he can put !wih‘a truth and enforce
Ei_‘ﬁ"g':—‘ eTqu]j@f(gi@ !ey/ (‘,ﬁi‘ﬁ(t;u }L@ S0 eﬁg Lg,o} mmjg(\. |:iaegm
Ia‘jr‘»ﬁ]n call masam‘n,am“ he ] iﬁ*i not gﬂu‘m force by
which the hearts of men are touched, he has never
vaLﬂ able to found a school or to make men heroes.
A teacher \_v.y,i_a_DhE}.j UL’E;_ Lj:ﬁ.-nﬁ_:LFﬂi power @SI_E:*L men call
magnetism will be able, t through the heat of his o own
heart, to penetrate the 1%@»:1% of the scholar, to find
access to the deepest feelings and sympathies by reason
of the warmth which attends his words,
2
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20 The Morning
‘“ But never a heart will t
Comes not the spark from the spe:
How many are dead in outw E
vested all in mere externals.,
walk about, but iE}E‘Qy h"’me
This atmosphere of death i i
scarcely heeded. Margaret §
tator z:ft a state ball giver
From her igﬁﬂ_bb.,r%u wrote
mount @_“@ stairs and excha
she called the ‘‘ customary g1
lives were m';:gs,.-@gl in m@h at
of countenance came to remin
corpse. The divine energy ';;’."
never been aroused. Moral
life, asks certain conditions
is one LL”m- to be born in &zo: an WLrsn\g\:j‘inL_}:fu favor 5‘.; ble
to that iL“‘-‘.' L.‘E”}@ “"En(“]l]ﬂ@r t _Elxt ng to be hﬁ:oﬁr;nlianO one \Ji\cﬁé‘:
terious and even fatal toit. Under the existing state :
(eh n}E’ n‘§ @ublk}u@’l are consf u,n’nu_iﬁ* u*oﬁba: skaht(m such sur-
xo“iihn[_jii’j"?:) (o)t |§_nuL‘j’an& ﬂl!!al {#-ﬂ\g\; as maust j’ﬁ_@f{ﬁ“\" -"‘l"“_'"\;_l;_l I
yoison the earliest age of their faculties. The evils ,
{E.};mﬁ- s generated are wri limited to any days. They in- !'
evitably permeate the atmosphere breathed by all. ‘The
tﬁi?__kgj ji_‘n"_itt'@,';:i_ happ: UE' born and bred must sooner or later
encounter ¢ usaﬁ@a@sﬂ of evil tendencies. A better world,
'!533{@5_1“ to be born n into is the first (é@"ﬁé@?{:‘ﬁi{ﬁﬁ’”} a‘i?‘ a better
human life, 3?‘13‘(}( reat live! %ﬁu mank 'xka(l are Ire\ '
can almost count them on our fingers as they shine al
the way down the ages. They have made eras in re-
ligious thought and its history. They were not always
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men of commanding ?ﬁﬂaﬁmk The quality of burning
love places poor, crazy John Brown in the cate-
gory with Buddha. J[S“I ui_‘f(, supreme lover, and with
those who have most closely followed him, love has
been talismanic. In the @m’ﬂj@m ‘n’ﬁmuﬂ it has
discovered the worth of de:
nature. It has looked into nanwt@ﬁ_ﬁ'd Tt C @ﬂ lﬁ_‘!i
vage, the outcast abandoned wom m@nab a;"rl has dis-
covered a divine spark. It was the g great influence of
this burning love that sent Helen L. Gibson, in our lwg
war, to the colored Jmﬁ—ﬁml service. ][L’FG{&KE_L@_ mo
than a man’s power of endurance, for men 1 fainted me@i
mmﬁt under the burden. It required a woman’s discern-
ment and tenderness, a woman’s delicacy and tact. It
required such nerve and moral force, such executive
power as are rarely united ; ’h@;@) woman’s character.
Says one, ‘‘ As she passed di@giu the wards the men
would follow her with their eyes, attracted by the
grave sweetness of her manner, and w?fe@ﬂ C:ﬂi@ stopped
by some bedside and laid h le@s hand upon the forehead,
Spea king some cheerin ng wo: ord, I have seen his lip
iver as in@ tried to speak or touch the folds of her
ss, as if frjagah'ss( to her to listen while he o qmar;ma
Dﬁﬂﬁ about the mother, wife, or sister far away ;
1d sadder trial when the life of a soldier wwaﬁ -jac
1ad watched ﬁﬂ;"‘h‘ﬁaﬁ@'@‘l@\ﬂﬁﬁ \“&ﬁaﬁ‘glﬁjri Jim to

m@fsc all things new, she seemed by some special grace
of the spirit to reach the living 5 Christ ﬁasu draw a
blessing down as the shining way was opened to the
tomb. mhargjj'gaf@@ of th ()ggjmagm_l bea g@“ which in-

vested her daily life, an influence went out through
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look, manner, and gesture, cres
injjnhhemi ﬁm(gl ”\lkﬁ)}i'll”_‘i_‘:‘“ 1'9LL unawa 1€ TO!
\T,.'{uhr(- qsm_@n@g_[ --nuri u]'“i:\ ﬁg&mm@ m&j@ Q} ear “md qui

1}?&@ 'ﬂ"hﬁk}\ﬂﬂ@aﬁj 1_@;‘1!![ Lﬁh !i}ECﬂ[ r’!ml %EF!-"‘!;ELSﬁr(;“ li‘:i frid'jv-'dinﬁsit}s’c'_
The' tidal ebb and flow, the backward and ni")"iﬁ'r?mol
:giit?,'{}i_ij Q: the 'Ef_v‘an!,ghisﬂhbbnat lgi_a_@e{_ are s f:i’l]'“faii‘i of a
i_'e'_‘:_;}g:"ﬁ?n Tt is n]"hug\ that human prog '"r"‘:l.'.w goes on. One

age 1S mhm@\m@ﬂl\' <}, 11l *imeg lfi&&_%ﬁs_s_t@ﬁ_uﬂo lﬁ.t best

,:n;_go;:iji ee from the world and try to live in the inner
realm of @Jau_tanﬁj_b@l\*( (ﬂy‘@tﬁk iui,L ﬁmu 1%\_‘1_5}3}; ’E?IZE;E‘ ten-
dency of the present age is all the other way. The
fﬁﬁ’it@;‘ 'iv"“h(\-]\r(iké] W "10@ us ‘ie: {i\“b‘j_l‘g‘;[ﬁ_@}j}:g’:? lfllak :_& _ag} _s}_kuamJ y O f
modern ;Bh ysical discovery, the wondrous inventions by

II . Iﬂﬁ 3\0\" -\.‘

means of which we are making our conquest, the
enormous increase of wealth, our products, and our
manufactures, all these stir the ambition ; we are look-
f"aﬁv‘r for an @e‘rzmi‘ﬁh*- LUfia(aert_n And since it d kaw-% not come
fast enough to suit the hurry of the age, we find rest-
less: ness and 16@:15 dissatisfaction everywhere.
ﬂl 1s on tﬂ"i:‘ "‘E‘nﬁ? Q: L__I@H S \'V!a{j '““"‘;fi‘én(‘i_ wg—t: money
fast enough, defa alcations by trustees a
ft:tm!\“(y:“m*riw \:i:méﬁgk‘a when t?r'lla(p)ni\g:\ Q‘hn_hj*(o“n Tun f\x@ew'l at
loss, the general thirst for Oﬂuﬁﬂ?@l @hmm\v, th :.r--
grasping and clutching after the exte '
ii@ﬁh‘ﬁkﬁ@&q \th"la@u ui_n_ m\@u\. e counts Li’c?ir‘ JuL‘,’!r{v Lia%-‘:a'l n]s?@‘
man 1 LILL it'\ not VEry \ﬁlﬁﬂg’&‘: LH_:LﬁE ‘-':E‘Y’K.‘::i{;“] 5\@}\ wants the
house. It is not well to be content with poor out-
ward conditions .when better ones are possible. For
as the inner thf{ll_ﬁu{tﬁel acts on Lj{v @'Eﬁéﬁf Iﬁﬁ. so does
the outer condition re-act in its turn on the inner,

__.{
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Good houses, pleasant surroundings, healthy sanitary
arrangements — these help produce not only h: q{sa_éﬁa
a:,(‘ 31Wfrr)ra£~h But when carried too far, and used
merely for luxury anc 1@&5?3 y, they demoralize Lﬁie;ésuai
of 1 '_J.uLO?_;:, up. You en enter two houses and you can at

mce feel the difference between them. It does not

need to be described. In one home the furniture, the
)l‘jt{j@% fﬁ"(_, ab%i P‘ﬂﬁf djg_“‘%(ﬁi@!ﬁ:@_:g tﬂi‘;cf';s 1_=q‘,:)al you,
nd you ¢ \i (_‘11'(} tjijﬁjagk:gp()”l that that is all ll'!(}u@asa(u.hsl\,,
Vou enter the other. There is just as costly furni

ture, Jﬁ};‘jta‘:ﬂl"‘ﬁ@ﬁ@w’}’_{g just as much of art and C%

gance, but you forget these. You are in u @iiiﬁ_‘ﬂ‘w_"i*:

r’c:"l
1

i"'“\ e

'i {iﬁ

ff'i] l"“‘
|

{

phere that lifts s-,cm above all these things, makes
you know that you are in the presence of nh@- invis-
ible :rﬁg!.ﬁ_ﬁi rv:muﬁ_“\ ;n’ﬁ@’g; than all thir ngs seen.

‘This is not all in the air ; 5 it is g@i% true of the spirit-
ual universe as it is of the physical. The i_%_;”a_@'ﬁi
1 rﬁ@zan@é*mmﬁw%d?ﬁuincuih@w_n@ t @”
the world are the invisible, the intangible, not brick '~_::~
39_1 Jiatjrakg of stone. The things that you cannot see
> mighty enough to puff the mountain into dust. In
OUr orc 'Eﬁnlﬂm' J;u(ul@:ofﬂll »&;ﬂtd;[‘u is 1-]‘@5{5 aE’E%fuﬂﬁl‘JL u]_u_u_h_g?g&

at F‘ﬁC the mightiest, the most important of all.
Dnce i n aw vhile something I-Fﬁﬁ@:}g to wake us up
rom o;_f ve of money ‘and outward show, as when
.;:;g:;f ssiz says in the midst of the fishes that he is em-
ployed about matters so much more lﬁ»_@.xrbr@wﬁt L__m he
“*u stop to make money ; or down from far off ages
@:, @f@c\. nL i"*D’Ef_l r;i[ 3“0”@@1. L@ﬁ_t_n% f\JLaz:@.amam

r'51
t..)‘

fﬂ_',

B
[0}
2=
r

P




24 f/m’, ) fqu,zu"'

spending his whole life to bless the world with a new

iﬁ_'é_'liﬂ@_ﬂi_i?_ on ; or the haloed head of some teacher, l@gb
,,,,, artyr, leader of thoughtshines down on us out of their
ak g of noble achievement ; or Jesus, having not where
lay his head, wﬂhﬁ@m of having “"ﬁn“s;ffﬁfi"""\ eaf
know not o Qu > and of a ‘‘ treasure*’ different from that

=0y
[0

¥ i Loy B o
that ye

t;@“i_ia_l which we draw checks at a bank. The ideal world
neant to give an atmosphere of rest to the weary,

m’ﬁua-r{a to the earth ;ﬁtmss:rgjq success to the def

riches to the poor, visions of a fgv@s,fiia&ngﬂ heaven to
those saddened by u‘i*::s'* and guilt, w es all its hues

c»}n\myz!m@ rc? {im i a wdj@ society {_Ef_;_
when the happy hour has struck, whe
from common cares, ar \d the IOrLEi.JJL 3
flung wide open, enter fr :!13{-@@3,5 Lks?i_*“ﬁ}:;i y in as to your

_,_

own, and to him who would say to you contemptu-
@;_r-_:\;i;_l_ga ‘“ You are but sleep-v n;}lﬁlc,un g and 1
life,”’ ;,n*}:\u,(g\r back, ‘¢ Yes, but God g “Tv(jn]g'.
sleep.”’

‘£ Q, Earth, so full of dreary noises|
0O, men, with wailing in your voices!
O, delved gold, the wailers heap |
Q, strife, O, curse, that o'er it falls|
(E—’Qil strikes a silence throu; _:3?},! you all
Anc d\'(ﬁmm.x egi;@;‘lgl'_ie@{g\_."‘;'




Novels.

N

Qur public library has become the cente r of the in-
tellectual life of the town, and affects the morals and
manners of the entire community. ‘I'he form of literary
composition called the novel is ez C}g@ig'”" demanded by
the reading public; a fact that has called forth a deal
of anxious discussion, in which, for the most part,
novels have had ratheral 'iefdu-_b_r"in, of it. When honest
old T'ray was found in bad company, not all his ,a‘n@ns-
ous rectitude of living could sa ve him from sharing the
fate of his disr *”Utﬂ“ib companions. Doubtless, for
reasons somewhat similar, because numbers of people
write @d@?fﬁ'ﬂ)\wiﬂj =i1iit:ii'§ﬁl 1@_’@3@?”@_9@@@ them,
all imaginative literature suffers reproach. We, too,
would most sincerely deprecate the putting in the hands
of the young ;ﬁ"‘C m@-gi"tyr ijcrt_‘:l_ and ﬁiﬁﬁhrfb* C Ly qj}v of sen-
sational novels. A close observer must behold how
mm%@ly: rﬁg moral and @jﬁ@@& instruction, as well as
h1 :i@“’r:ﬂl, is passing into the hands of the m&rmmy ]

eard an z if@ﬁug_l scholar question the duty of the
trustees in the matter, for the reason that the :l(:fkulx[.uf
of novels is not education, but amusement ; which is
very true of a certain class, but not of all. We are

ready to admit that as an intellectual :z:@‘é&ﬁ; novel
*‘*“frﬂ’"gg can not take the highest rank. It does not
cultivate the ui..f_“(”bm:irﬁrﬁi@ like philosophy, or explain
nature’s mysteries | ﬁto science, or strengthen the mind
like the languages, yet who can not look back to some

| l!r‘

—
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i"rsmrrfifé;mi@f- r:m'J- 1‘@7@ Or Nnov \.33[ or book o

event iCsl luh@w ﬁ. h X{r{o\ry \%ﬂ‘\\{cr.nsi not trace to *'nas@dm_

a book a \.-id;l;_ :_E__ 1dumu(’-’15_a an imp pu 1se directs uua
mind to ¢ u\fbs“&"OL @Eud&n'{&'ﬁ"‘i ]

s;—"x"@ €, a per h@stﬂau«wqm@ét
sion following tpon the first @:n:@'i?m;%ﬁri* Who that
can do this ( suwl\r.JnO of us can not?) will not be will-
ing to mmﬁ@tm that fiction has a powerful in-
!uhﬁ@ulcg upon I_E_ﬁ_k cn’i@- ?E’hn“ﬁg@rw S{&'@ak too, s the tes-
mhai(p)s}y of {'t]gﬁkﬁin}q nr{}f\jnly,” that 150;1(0‘;510{1!@“]nitﬁ-,”:;’} lead-
ing part in the awakening of genius. Cobbett dates

L
18

what he calls “‘ the birth of his intellect”’ to the -‘uw‘ﬂ'n“u':*
when he read the ““Tale of a Tub.”” Mme. de Stael
was ordained by her mother to a cf:\m@@ﬁwggu train-
ing, but undutifully smuggled ““ Clz ler h
T@@ﬂ:ﬂ books, and declared, years cn@_ :r:a_i. 'i'l'i@}_%‘n‘ one of
the greatest events ¢ of her y @’ﬁ'ftfhg

But if w L_Lu v to fiction this im--lu. :u'm:m@n“ the novel
pu ts .)Lg)r{ziul [Un@r C‘ihﬁn"ﬁ toa rus}-nuizﬁﬁgal Jn“i[» 1ce :'Fah l[lmt eratus
-Lo\w C@ELU we x.{} Ire ﬂ;i«:\ ’ﬁl_\_[_h?@b; of the Ilﬂi'""
da ays, Lia@br mlﬁ)lﬂlh n]nL_ﬁr manners? Where in 3
Wluutl,u‘iL can we Jnhu(‘i SO u{p}r {"ﬁg‘_b and a.&u; 'f_"_'\ estive
uujﬂ)rh—-i.__t,!um‘f’l of the Rlvf\*& and !iiﬂ@fila?mwi _1’51 of the
Jnmiv of the Middle ages as is in ‘‘Romola?’’ also of

‘ Hypatia» in @s\_mkmm:i_um hisf @:'rgﬁ-'? It has not been

r"

for ex

unusual, in all genera tions, for novelists to tinge their
]p}DU eS \Hﬂl{iﬁ :i’(\ﬂ]l ’]_i_a_lgi frt!bg-’-mhﬁ};ﬁ 1rQ|ch€inL0n\, or U@lnmhag\
}( rwarct mﬂu}.ﬁr{_,_lﬂr(_arqﬁﬁubr g_t]n\_ [iﬁ\ @n?@l}t ihahuhhidnlq_- s\a\.n con-
science and faith. But we have never, before our own
generaf Hon, seen them taki ai:p‘r'- the “m-“(c e of moralists and
Trhr{ﬂc?akn\.\} and gaLﬂ!E"ﬁn_e Wit h the ;“)"rﬁ:(a“{bwwbr wants of

our nature as ?Tn niai\:,gv,' l_nj_ d ¢ h!i\exvtﬁiqgl Lljz(s{wr m\udﬁo}u an c
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N Vethodist, and Radical is in each

y u.»...&

:7_' m m(@,@;jj@ \_rrd“r_)(_k_@am)nﬁng'
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the %E_'"p)'_h ritual Gy@hlwﬁi’_@j of ﬂl ﬁohngd-:},

S ":ff al alembic.
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novel? Macdonald, the author, w

mountain, the sea, and shore, the hun
talk only one language, and it isma
the children of the loving and all-bless
Father. The \"n""ﬁ_(jt: like “ﬂi (rs. Whi

iﬁi@- personal opinjon of the author

common, dreary, fhnitaigazg-”n she fe
beauty of Eig itself. mm’mﬁg is b
has (the most com ”E?Ou)) into w@}ﬁﬁiﬂi&’ﬁ g

was there @@r iﬁﬁﬁr uuuotﬂ rhftt

to t hose v d“o mz »-ﬁnzrji r; Wajlw@ nrﬂhi g "*Tz:i"
ne if@f}k\ her ﬁ”ﬂ'}l@jrﬂ 'E‘v’;ll 1 to lnf;\ £ 1=ac‘[ul’§;r O 1 (gk
@'_’@' s and delicacy - of feeling gives l'“O’?{‘h

n’s

ey

“1’[3]_&@_-{_, @%‘E@@jﬁnl @f C)(_Fﬂi\@* ]uﬁ_ﬂi Oahﬁh@nhasj}l .
ase SO ¢ _;QsEEbEEL Idaﬁ—'ln
would be ’fuc%i' as
likely to be @amaﬂﬁﬁ!{a\_ to one as a@ @nﬁu:f* wh:a:@jz:e:-

|
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]a(-‘f" -ifgr‘@i SRS S
)‘nhk_‘(ﬂan’ at Master :
cached than in that
vas ever hearing the
still, sad music of human sorrow

s and sins. ‘The
m and roar of city,

@ "lml o1 man as

lessed and | jﬁ&.‘{:“tmt\q

ey, g’v@: (ul‘rﬁ:ni}o"iumm
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i ‘ir Mn{u Ay @Eﬁ @j@.
10:}(_‘5&1 1aS IM,S._} 1fL§ i?cu_ﬁ_ﬁ_ OusS as {'"f“(a’lll as costumes an 1d
\ﬁh__l]_i;_hl@ Y. ‘jﬂ\ L\_ tales which {ct‘!? E’tiﬁ';‘\ll our ﬁ“nal\é{_lﬁ‘q\uo‘ir»..{ﬂll‘_"

light us no more. The scef aw Y hu”@u: lﬁ(:‘i“'@tﬁl mus_a.a to
lugj_ju“a;a;ﬁ or tears @«Tﬁﬁ@ C{_ss ridicule.

]_u.t:}L@_uﬁEl]_l,‘_\ i_df_le itﬁﬂgq;fbif”ﬂ e turg ’!tal, Lﬂaf' wﬂ\_‘if‘” 1!\0)0(} of il\_‘é 1 ﬂ\' 0)
and vulgar. In Butler’s It Reminiscence,’’ a very ﬂewiai‘
lar book fifty years ago, a Gﬁ@ﬁwﬁéa told of : ty
of literary ‘*@sﬁj@mmnduo agree ed after dinne
down each on a \._‘,%ﬁ;m of I“F!i_‘[_}r the names of Ll”_iﬁ‘{_ b lol}l:é
1:,nr & I::g'lai LL;I\?Q"I Qu(}ﬂ Sevy (”E'“"lllﬂy Liulg_‘ most ]“jhj‘k‘ibb As
111 '|ut1_ kll_ O\,:;:iLe\)tf..\j.n the lists }.ﬂh‘(\qsl in were Very diver
sified, but the name of one book was common to them
all, viz.: ‘““Gil Blas.”” Were the same 1t e
be tried at this day, when the world’s literat a
inL 1l Lviﬂ‘uﬂ@s@l iﬁ“ﬁ" *=© LUIE“IY §1bnkcwk-‘ Ea'@iai’l’{rld&nkc; ﬁUﬁﬁ},\]ﬁ\-‘

mamif 0 msu u 1c1jihj ’u@a: mlo\',wn as 141@1,
\H?t’:‘qb;l{u_f L;SG{JHE“ HO ch‘(‘:ﬁ‘ 'slml'@[_‘ikl.(_whﬂtamw fo mic“uia‘}l!‘
“ Dumb yearnings, hidden appeti EKv‘{*% are ours,
And they must have their food."

\l'lg.q@mo‘gﬁ\m LiaL im:@?@] of Gnubbba(}o}g J\tﬁ&r the love r‘ﬂ
i_.ﬁvgfl_z_bg)y:}i_“hn!{g 5 Liuldr'vﬁl\a‘nr(:n LiLIQ‘ @@Lj ’ui'f Oll }'@FSUM lhﬂl l'iﬁk --W:'
ventures o Qt a (\_\rt&'la{gl_‘ Sk’l ;5‘?1{}:3 \oi; me ﬁm{c?‘]l l»:‘:aﬂ;ch‘\ 9_! en-

;\

chanted castles: and theref gmj‘ the survival of the
novel, wmlr\vwwlﬂ andin ng its ch _Dm-v{-' of form and theme,

Fie

w‘m_:it Jﬂ\ﬁ'jt(:{g &ul Ihi&‘z({lqh‘:ru




Eternal Youth.

Gray, the poet, looking o\uu a group of children
sporting on a *m?Chg, v many of them projected
down @I\’Iﬁ__«_ﬂi 3‘@6&TMW@L worn with care,
torn with the vultures of the m‘m& consumed by some
fever within. ‘I‘his vision need not have included the
boys only. ILook over any group of happy girls, and
you may prophesy too truly that many of them will
.;,uaac;r oncbj_@w@ﬂ?ﬁcmg a@“fj@%ﬁ@w%u the brilliancy

f the morning hope and promise, and before m 207
f’rf.*a.]ni;‘t\vlj ﬂ\ﬁ?ﬂi]ﬁiﬁlﬁ* - will WM]F@\\’C 1%}(‘@@! anad
nothing will have come in its place but wrinkles and
care. Why is it that with so many as life e:mlmax@@@
grows joyles ess and chill? And what are the sim
’uhﬂumn!@@)x l?(: ;Eg’:'rr”a‘(éj@ r@:icl r_'_uia: rf“”‘analj i
friend not long since who had j just been on the b
almost entering the summer land of the soul ; jﬁ_giﬁr@:
marked : ¢ \V,\“']uty don’t Uu@; let me 8’1 '\‘{g\f}'i'j_a}},' did
Hiﬁx-\? ﬂrJnF?;CLED to ifb:}" me D ]_}E‘{Uij) when :ﬁ“@
u(a‘;_; f me t-DlLO.‘: I_Uﬁffﬂ”ﬁ t@ iﬂull_ (35: ageid %ﬁas@e

r'))

o

Ejlfj':_@_uﬁl w’ﬁ l@j‘lmfjﬂm@nLL If/J: m["wC\H(?J)’ der ‘1_’6_

is sought with slow, reluctant feet lw those who have

enjoyment wanes, mainly from L_Qc_ksij{“:ﬂnﬂ of mi

power. What faculties there are that sleep, or rathe
_{._q_s_q“ de & iaﬂlﬂ 431 at 1 any El‘?.@i.jhe \Ht:ﬁ_LJIEQEIL ever 11 j;;

1;1@{}3@! no royal seat for the power w ﬁ@a ture has
kindly and wisely dethroned. »iﬁ d
d
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n.-ﬁ(é“-l__d lm@«r ,-c?@@ W,"tlu]nl Wﬂ"wp
who made us has arra '}.\1\_{_ this matter.

ward the senses. ‘These o open. ear liest a
world of sensuous beauty and deli fﬂah
tellectual ; then the qu‘)ﬁniyhy!f——:’hau_“hnﬁa?lra@n‘
philanthr ‘opy, and disinterested
own realm to range and take u?it _ .
how one set opens ?n"au;l mm‘m‘.@ -;f»ﬁ;ﬁ_@ as a .@ Fmer ;*,a;f_s,j:
warms and closes, like a oigant

ijl’b}‘?','{;-}f_"q mn w "'Iﬁb@i::l@'k:; UinL {S?Eﬂt)' X Or thf@c @C;\v(j-ﬂmg
and wk& 'iil'_‘s_\a inner flower’s leaves open up to Unse» su

md\r'é‘hn’ﬂ; ahf(:siﬁ[!i!’:_.;‘n)_!ac mr’“ﬁﬂ{m Lnee ; b ‘]snuk % St |

y e e
an d brea eat

best of _ﬁ_h the golden fruit hangs in clusters on the

oy s o T

\w , the irw“k )it \whts' UA=°\"°=L!_B_HL C€ Ewi_es ’1}': ]

: _u_@v@: \o;algu@lf 11“131 45}'a‘li@: Thulul !"Lg\'g niéw—@@\: \o\'alfﬂu
vividly, and then pale and grow dull, and there is
not ,1-' g L‘nﬁ In)th the embers and ashes of the sen

How often we see this in real life ; and is t

] _,Ltluhhu}-r more de ..-\:{oﬂ‘lm; L‘L}".‘na‘i a (&‘ﬂ]l‘be\;i\.xal (o }iak man or

as ]L\t‘ﬁl 1ts l.x@@_: biié

ik

woman — one ':_!m \'-,".nkt?}ui sense 3_;_

1113‘“1 :r-dbk‘iul s one :Eaal \v""iulg\ﬁ L_]a‘n outy 'ﬁar('i Tace ave
wu}:nnr(c_{al, 1‘:_&1 :im \H!"_{ m uialg-‘ '1&"}31‘- 12 "LELE"“'ULC“ have 1%\*'\-3:
been sti Fﬁ#:_sj at ul mul\' have ﬁalo\:i_ia'_ mng tel

.{_:jﬁ_glﬁ‘a'_ﬁ_lu, mls;du'![m&-} new to 1r]abh‘uﬂ:~: about. "\m(ﬁdis@‘
we should always be -@Lomx something
personal -%Em{:@jr:gg{ and ;t}”jnﬁvLi{lm circle, not now

m'

iulbuu?tlk vays, as one @‘u |ljDL\LC§E’d=‘| 7:.%1 \a{.aﬂk@@m{@n our iu@_ ;;;_i_,
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The poorest one who lives must give out his life or he
will i’bea, it. He must choose some good cause adapted
e his powers, and thus get a link between himself and
the race, through which comes the neyer-ceasing pulse-
m of humanity. He :e@& t look long ; he will i__e:rj
t in his own church, den ﬂﬁm, or community,
\--%@rmd_*@\ Gﬂ‘ir%-‘ﬁ\a@'@p_”gi“% unused faculties ; waiting

'—r E--\ —

ot

to break the seal from them and set them | ma;;;p ,‘,‘E*-,sa‘z-‘@
'L_iua\_’ rarfggL ’f}gn@.L (:f ]:@‘:Ld a lﬁ)ﬁ?ﬂhir' m(;::l_llol__: j SO111¢
fdn‘q&&”@ni or (_’_@_ sgﬂﬁ_ﬁ‘(}%l igl'b:r([@ﬁ W 3_[@}:11 lltj"ﬁa the finer
life-blood of our human nature ; if for no no other smmg:m
to keep us from the dry-rot of selfish individuality an
isolation.

Our spiritual faculties lie inmost, so they are the last
to open x‘h@’éﬁ—fﬁﬁs flower and fruit. And it is one of
the great compensations t that when our natures are un-
folded in their divine order, as sense becomes more dull
the spiritual powers, if touched at all, become more clear,
strong, and far-seeing. So that the prospect ever
brightens and widens to the last. And this is eternal
youth, to be always learning, doing, and praying. - I
wish this subject @Eki make its just appeal to those
who can now decide for | themselves whether existence
shall be to them a short-lived pleasure or everlasting
beauty and joy. If the conditions are sa@:;.mm they

ill sink under the burdens of the day, or the soul,
poor and wrinkled, as soon as the animal spirits have
ex (Jn&fﬁ&‘_ﬁa' and the sparkle of the hour gone, v will sink into
These conditions @5@'&;@@ the heart and
_Hi WIZ&&@} grow old. Remembering 1 fi_n:., own childish
and youthful dread of life’s declivity, it seems to me
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we owe it to those “hw mszﬁ_ﬂ_@v‘*‘ a’u’iMi

light still iif_i_gi\'i; m : 0
sure, I am not ex ,_mly on ;d“@ l@jui\ﬂti" yet, oins?y on tl
summit of u]js_agglji hﬁl cﬂi:{‘iahﬁu?* the first &ﬂh‘r{jty sheen frost,

\?'ﬂitiul [dLQiﬁ"’ o] tes g: sun mnﬂm upon my 1 ﬁ’é‘{f@w How }hg‘wi IS

the prospect to me then? Does it reflect soberer tints
on land and sea? Truly, it lacks the intense color once

%,Dal. an i wﬂ“@fu o“ac utem mmm lie,

inte;
b=
_} da

]msg—c.,, lb;j waL a vﬂ'h@ﬁlgﬁ different direction. ,Nrw
of lii_§' ]nz‘it i;inﬂ(_ onc }ULGUHng[ on n?gt@ f:?‘{:".’tﬁ |r»’"b ?_[L_ik_ O

gone — mildly dﬁh:s!ﬂ-.‘@@ over the rﬂnwﬂ@ landscap
_i_ajauem than Tuscan richness and 1 ]

grow old, if we can, without teach
e E‘ilg‘i]ut;s |1é: IHF‘* a L-{ui‘.)&_@t 1T iﬁ.’

ss ; for we may 10‘@ what they
'.J :ijufv{:‘]h* ,-:IL _hhl{} @J q“‘:g, 1_@1_5} our Lai@ﬁ'ﬁ.
ri_nk:: l_ﬁﬁ_ﬁﬁ@? ii@‘{fﬁEl '55'51

a surer trust t Lin{‘uu] 1[’(_“»3“1}:1{(9\Jeﬂu L\w..ﬁr iu_t‘jir
lrfC\.iL“ we {_J}_f\




The

Social Question.

The social g CL@u may baffle us. - The aspect of
I I :T"‘n’Dﬁ ?@E@:ﬁa is, in some i@ﬁm% as discourag-
g as those opposed to a republican form of govern-
maf‘iai @:@.1 wish. Vet there are gleams of light for
those who believe with Kingsley, *“ that the longer we
live the more we realize that the world is not going
your way, nor my way, but God’s way.”” Even now,
while @i@"@ is so much discord in the very air, and
stout hearts falter in faith and hope, ideas of more
m‘ﬁmﬁﬁ* interest to the race than problems of govern-
ment or theology are beginning to receive acceptance
_iiu some of the more thoughtful minds. We are
learning to D@”‘m at the beginning. Emerson says,
CCAll truth ﬁa in the air, but only receptive minds
perceive it.”’ It seems shamefully late in the
history of civilization to begin, unless we remem-
ber that everything must have its growing time
'1' iaf%"“f:ﬁf: it can come to its blossoming. Before we can
have just and honorable W@m:m consistency and
charity ﬁuOJj @;LEEEKM} the individual everywhere
must be perfected. There is nothing to be gained by
’mam%_g results. If all the roses on a rose tree
urn out warped and cankered to-day, in vain we at-
Lo-sgau to straighten the petals. ‘The sooner we put
charcoal about the root and loosen the mold, and 'Lgu)-
ply it Jujmmsg? with water and sunshine, the better
All we can do is to wait "’Yw&?ﬁ’ﬁ_h" for the roses of an-
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other season. One e nameis be igsabéﬂﬂo known and
honored in this country " the first authority in the
science of child ed: L-auwl said we must acknowledge the

d;[“’:hn"?h Ql iutﬂ”@_nt; L@Q_ﬁhr ri;:m@iultg()ul }:"uE(G[ ;r@qo@_t or we
““could never realize our ideals.”’ A c change has come
over |ﬂL_ﬂv‘ihi (‘ﬂﬁi _193'."_1 Eiﬁ.& this was said, of whose silent

growth Froebel and others were but the ““ prologue to
omen coming st »’ The great question of the human
ages has been tl “:@@?@}@:@m@ﬁf of sif»‘giia’u%ﬁa@k '-_r-f::a:'-e
wise and good uﬂx forever been askin g ‘“How? " and
=l@)r£,\?@- \'a‘.%’ffli"h,}" L 'ﬁu-h far for the answer that would sat-

isfy the high hopes of their souls ; waiting because

wﬁl proposed methods of accomplishing it have been
,;_eﬁ_ﬁ_rigilg'—' speculative, visionary, and contrived, or else
narrow, coercive, and antagonistic to nature, or base-
less in truth.

In the vast resources of nature every faculty, as well
as ¢ every ltz[u{dn ﬂﬂi\n 1\55.,?!1"}5}!@ a ?(_l \:‘»"‘ftxjo?tyﬂhea ‘cinjiulﬂf @s? ac-
tion. It may be 1@%3 reserved ; the more nearly its

f'E‘iaEi?ij?'*‘ihE‘ii(;r *ﬁ“} #E_l__t(:v{:’ [_T‘k:‘ (ﬁh\'}f&u & ‘I:]ﬂ ]kﬁsr{_"‘r n f@hﬁ[ :l] l‘@:

velopment be postponed. But it will come. In the
low J(CIL rthlm_ \‘.ﬁlr{‘%{:ﬂvt_‘\-ul |lln!(‘ I“.ll'h 'L‘H:’“zil §5§& even the

bonda 10°e of women __D[u[ %lLTAgUn@.:}za!Q }‘?CgB‘L\:\__F r human-
;:ﬁgy} ]:E:I(-Fl ner m!;_',UEhz[‘, ahai ﬁﬁinhQLl lﬁl_-é.:‘ lu‘v@:r"()aj\:, ; reedom

could neither assert nor accommodate itself i ._ iazoxﬂ;
1@&-‘%‘. conflicts with the material, in that murky at-
mosphere of storm and battle. Better, therefore, uluh t
it should be temporarily ignored by le@mwél., as well as
by the legitimate sovereigns of those epoc For so
she could better render the service nm_a.mg@s_l @.‘?:. ib;assg- for
the universal good. In its first @i&@iﬁia?@ﬁ@gf of the
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C J,{

earth the race had ne ced of numbers and p _jigg rsical power.
But now the higher way is visible, is open here at our
feet. Society has reached that point @'1 the road of
progress where it can see a nobler, better w:@g;?f, That
society is far advanced when the question is earnestly
discussed among men and women. In every period,
'f':ﬂ%@j%@ dark or clear, and in every movement of the

1ce, whether slow or swift, there are souls of larger
\m_:a_t'jﬂl who are 1_:&(:3 h_‘ﬁ'@ﬁl blooming land of promise ii
liﬁmri—dlﬁﬂﬂ) Cjahﬂh’:;}g bove :?’@@biﬂq('(:‘@ ﬂl‘@f mb"b:L . where
it is groping. ‘The burden of the uplifting of human-
ity is on them, the nearer they follow in @-:c. footsteps
of the Great Teacher and Burden-bearer of the race.
'*'“Tﬁaca@:i:@ﬁ“om@L cussion of the mmmmsl rela-
mﬂam to ﬁ'hi_FjWﬁ

In the F@@L W"ﬂmeﬂl action and dominant ‘&'Qﬁnlﬂnba@gﬂ
maternity was almost as amply functional in the human
as in the cﬁaﬁmggg@lh %TT‘."‘::;; great features of human
progress have harmonized with the character of ma-

L?'

.a;

f‘.

....\

ternity. With the intelligent freedom of woman comes
the universal freedom of the race. Woman, as mother,
should have fr u@sm its broadest sense. ‘To have a

consciousness of power and know herself artistic i_"_@
fif d of simply msrc@n::@i is to feel herself trusted by
nature, and, therefore, empowered to the aﬁﬂuc and
most enduring work delegated to humanit; The
mothers who have borne the great and good ﬁ suka who
have illumined the ages performed their Juaﬂ@_mﬁhgj'_"
uh@‘smﬁ an awakened and :imDsr@j consciousness o
;Jg‘i'n'ﬂr therein. ]& \f@g C@ﬁ’@j in them { fT‘ H:}aL ﬁ?hna(ex
until it reached and brought to light this hidden force,

0
)-.’..'

|--v|
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which, employed for a few weeks or months, left its
\°r1ﬁwiu u{é.}_hLi@eh ;‘hugj 1@11&:’@5% 1 b_‘ijg NS never to see the

ih;vﬂ}"lL ga in |1,uﬂ uiu‘!"ﬂt ]r.ﬂ(a“s ﬁ/{o‘h"ﬁn Few women .*f\gr under

stand Lﬂi divine phenomena of womanhood. "l_l“i_er.":‘
ternity ,‘pls'ga‘_'i@:a_@sfi in rebellion, | ‘)‘"h erness, and h
produces murderers, drunkards, thieves, a: "l

. Sl e

est tyqo‘@ (0)? 1nh_hh“'}3hﬂan.\' ]Lul k_\fk_ﬁnY woman fe | ijE_lf:x tre-
!n!}\__‘in&j\ﬂlgk‘\ fi‘{_":jn)jl}:}'i_)ﬂtm 3," visﬂu] LdnUal ‘QiuQ \m?]ﬁl __5 e sonme-
where toward its adequate Lbj‘{ charge. How grand and
glorious, and yet what a weight of m.,x.ﬂm-,.,mahjﬁirgf to be
the mother of an immortal soul | A w@ﬂﬂ‘dr ful tale, to
be told with bated breath, and i
tating between 'i“xm’;ﬂ and fear. Remember, O moth-
ers, Y @Lfﬁ?‘ xaaunh_@um‘ | Hﬁe :‘L m:in ﬁ&‘mﬂm uisw: om:wm ex-

luk—.ﬁﬁ@r\ 1!1:15' nk_ eart 'jﬁT:‘r

\QﬁD‘)ﬁﬁﬁliM-’.ﬂbﬁk‘?" :l:s uluL Cl ui__L ve {:_\l(_t_-”j_gsl:iuhl {\:sl _f] § 11 sg’ﬁki:}_r na-

ek, t_n_&{wnlukﬂl% mu}l@nﬁﬁnaﬂ sees its "fiwf'“ 1“1[01@

and

:ro]mfﬂg‘m lﬁal ltiﬂ lhr Lmb,r@a |1JaL mo 1__1551: r‘!jr once
vnbﬁangﬂbhr;, 5 ]n‘mgwk_‘ in ln(}r t_{ur@‘m (o ET?_LL S J:;[nﬁl Q L

ity in hersel olf as ¢ snmnnum‘ nt in

F"L&‘ rlm., |:1uk afre : lLI[_E_hnnn‘f.l 11
the Divine E’iﬂmhpl is{&)r its t‘L}c‘{b‘wn‘ﬂbgﬁubwoﬂt,
spiritual maternity is woman’s highest rc-ih;;;»

“\-_

earnest, pure, searching love is that of man.
feel in this the divinest of all human conceptions ;_c's;;}
art. ’iﬁl 2 L‘Uuk"\rm must then Tot-- 'nﬂt\u n,:r@su all sway,

:;hqﬂa{aﬁnh3 o k‘l’aalnl nablunlnunﬂmt@‘m} \nh[‘]ﬂr(}r IJF‘hre?nl or b:;«‘:“.'nnk_
that can be felt as a rule. Much more the help must
]T‘ of that gaLi ﬁ:“?qu\ Qibl”;{.z‘@‘ijth{v k.g,hnuﬁtﬂﬁgllsa%rn rsﬂ\wﬁ‘l” .5.

30“111—‘{!][' al 19 ul:n}:‘gﬁ\l’ﬂjui‘\'\ @)l mhhnml or k:{uluﬂl, ((_\m.(.gT
freedom of choice in all the l‘k“l%“\-- in Ldnbzr m -_?;Ov

work. Books, _iél@'_ﬁé'{siﬁ}-% social or affectionate relations,
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@;E:‘p erience, ﬂ:ri_q tra fl\v(;ﬂ {ﬁ?ﬁ‘ﬁnl f  stimulus

r_.J

S us for the :a'_:lez:;é:i_i:

ect, religious privileges that are such, not wearisome
T@”ﬁ?-} merely sympathy that feeds and kindles the 'ff

of the m’):ﬂ-—@iﬁ[ are Ej:l’&i@ ”jEOgnij for the creati ng

mother. Let her be the chooser of the time when she

(u--’

b

feels her own need of them : her own judgment should
be left w'm@ﬁ@jﬂm in such a momentous work as na-
ture leaves in her hands in this case. Deprived of her
freedom in her ;mg;a@q 7, woman leaves her best work
151’@9.1‘% .@uc_ society, the church, schools, the prisons,
he p Jb‘@@fjjm have to undertake in her stead, with
\wﬂ.c_@ié success let the history and condition of each - _s;tﬂ
How fﬁ@ y, through ignorance or thoughtlessnes
take this gr '”’v’”"lEC"i ¢ of all lfmlr@f@fjfﬁ_ll&w with no E:_B‘r_;‘j
purpose than that of satisfying the maternal instin
W -_f-sﬁ_ the quadruped feels and acts from, instead c:‘
elligent, artistic purpose (to which the maternal

’a"

Jy

_E

M‘

the inte
ins f ict is a fundamental motive) which, acting in har-

11 12 :

mony with nature, produces the most ]'ﬁt%f ect being
which the powers and resources @Xﬁkj | can bring
forth | We are learning to begin at the be; ginning.

\“ ‘e are even llh!dm”‘ @j’_ﬁ_ LtjnLljl. Jitﬁ? [51_!!_{': ("beg'kL tob ‘.%f'[fﬂi
»r”ghﬁ he mu __j;_ be }“ro)nn in a L_t »sgﬁur}qﬁuﬁ“ of under-

B=s
=

w:nsﬁﬁ_til@r‘j a(:| QjL(.}‘ 1S p ]'.)‘F@]':@wﬁ'__g_{ W i 1 ‘,E_LE:F

Standing as well aslovel And! solwe hre learningiio
educate hi l'
19;?@ and Ilcu la “T“(:‘iLjhu;P'}m&()’_ﬁh ;rf.\lhl lda!: think; ng she

can do, all {%@ true equality she can conquer, will only

®

help to train and fit her for the serious, the (_uhv“ﬂ’m;: re-

uma@aﬁﬁ‘i‘“ of uL“@@’—R@O’ humanity in its most im-
pressionable stages. When women know their busi-

1@’&.~Lﬁltizﬁ'r W ,’;ﬁﬁ be :F(:"ﬁ'ﬁ*:ﬁ;{jei 1mn m\_& and will (“mne us a
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society will be x_n more .ame?@_ﬁ_ﬁzsﬁ_k

u” ;n@flﬂwﬁ&ii«‘@“ and @I@ﬁiﬁ fual.

}éiﬁl\“-‘ﬁi@fbﬂﬁ\ \‘i_ﬂll_é[y Wlsfkg[ \mul:\" uuqﬁ'l_ﬂﬁ {p‘n 1 rw\ (cba:{\

:nk@@b@u the bods Vs w\r g\u,aouw@%’,&)ul @){ ,:luk,\j o‘it&r@*ul con;

'[ii'{b\fiﬂ asu{-wlkrarilow exha ‘
In} Ve 2 1cac)rd:hu_§-vlhffla@ul Ti\v@ to Jhﬂgi.\ a
it that their wells of water shall i_'n_in nlef
outlets ; that the ventilation of Ldﬂ(‘_f’f -,F@Lg“r»'_i:s;@ shal
in the I%_I\x‘sﬂl ”‘uur” 16}"‘!@-:%’} »\a hn: rhm@f“ 1

i"‘. -hgkf?&fj“'ﬂ._‘? iiﬁiut’} (é}l L]ull&‘ﬂ ib\" (o“:l. 1r:r\w\9\c~‘;br@@ub‘ukn}ﬁk] =ch: \n-?""
e still dwelling in the darkness of
How few have learned to manage their

k{))Fu"?'a’[i‘, wuthL@ \Jm\u 1;!\71:1}:\ @jhﬂ)@hs the k:ir‘ﬁ!?’::g!;g::p‘mﬁ n}a . CO11-
:1..,\\:314@;&!’] uluh;“ wuﬁI f_r L‘]bh Qﬁ}g}]ﬁ.ln[\}uh\ ls_u_{ lL' :I:"E{;.‘ as ii;‘-:i{it'ﬂli[

-
;
l

':m ...-li: oW1l \:i},‘*‘:it&ilﬂ\:\ 50)5* kaf\n_liru\?,v l(o]hy'htl_ ].ft}:\:.io}sb:\_ ir\___ nin
‘.nului hea i‘*rn-i:;‘@iwnhpa&ﬂq '][\‘?nk‘ .-'_u.:m \oil il]ﬂﬁ_\ -vm*k»:-ki,ut S !mt'f]i i

..\_,.. o o

...;,_\ Thy

ohtti{ not more .k.{ht.r@{\* i '1?\\',(__ 1154&5 (gt 2at Hvﬁo\” to our b ‘lho‘;'.v»;:_..:gj
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chief than does the aiming of words with poisoned ar-
IOWS C often cause the death of an apprehensive soul.

Self-sustaining as we may be, doubtless they keep us

‘uLmC who :@cﬂmk_ us we are of some ’E"anffaﬁ_;. and
that there is still a reason for us to stay yet for a time
in the world. .Wfﬁaﬁ@a@ mowr@wum this stag-

nation of soul. Have you suffered any ¢ Cﬁfﬁﬂmmmeah
fep nt{_‘jxn C:ﬂl’*);unbtary;, or L_W_I_LL(}" ;d“ﬁf@g@h W vhose wound
mr’i})nﬂ a |@!_§;.-{j[wh‘i§”ﬂ§jﬁljﬁ'ﬁfd your If?(: threatens kgq)iniu{;z\m
away? ‘Take it with Q,Oﬂ to the temple o of beauty and

strength, to the house of God not made with hands,
and in the pure air of the mountains you will soon find
you have left it behind. When I went to the mountain
my jt@i;rﬂ(:lz&(ri not g0 ‘{ﬁ-{Jﬁj’:L me. ']_ﬁ__ (‘ﬁ‘ﬁgjt @t ltin@{"ﬁ?’é}ﬁaﬂ_@
up t Liauc mountain side t.:{fhu(jnl:{a[ mﬂy stabs. The intoxi-
o air laden with 13’{}%&5@99 Ldn(“ mountair lf§§£‘fe¥:‘n‘@

’“““L ""“’\"‘"f pebbly bottoms with beautiful singing
@@ﬁa 1d the ty ‘*@@‘%‘8 of birds ““"1@; the fever and
]',I\'n Ujvilﬂuyﬂ [l]ﬂr ]lﬂ:}j&"{;n—h (0>: ."""ﬂ, (':,@_._ﬁ_l, @;{ f.‘::\ \.-‘3‘3' !’_E‘:i{::’{:\

’!ﬂm{]ﬂt Ol the \Q(\IJL, go.d down to t [_']L(: sea and stand on
the Jz()_r{;‘\ vhen the vast tides come rumbling f_uis and

shake out ula@%?unmu white manes of surf upon the
.

e

: and listen to the laughter of happy waves as
they break upon the shore. ‘Then will stagnation cease
met v@shr Cﬁwl flow out on the T_‘a@i@_ariﬁfa_a}w billows, out on
the great ocean, no longer contracted in your narrow

hfm{‘!.kl’,\hn iﬂh’ﬁt a Mr{_ ?‘q’a[yl '“Fn"r"‘i‘@ﬂ (f 1hwujg__f?§ n\lii ii!’ﬁ"”i‘l—'-

joy of thatold w’*ﬂmbu?&m anthem has drowned
qglu_{tl{t \Eﬂn(‘zr cry (‘j( )}(]__r‘ owin C}Ff(ﬁl 'H-]EHL::. \HO%@% oreat

na"‘f""ﬁh’h{j_ln 1 \W‘Liij? a }::gin‘q“il@ foot-bath that will draw
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along with poverty. The great mass of the poor are
fﬁnwiﬁi@ij tually stunted. ‘They can passa book-store and
are n :iikg LOT_‘Q[@ ’“'ﬁm@h you should flood their
rooms \*,;;:EL:_‘( U:_L(jjl ature of the times there is no intel-
lectual development. ‘There has been no opportunity
for intellectual culture and training, for a kindling of a
taste for those th% Such ,a@@aL are like those who

have u@@ula of sunshine about them and yetare notable
ﬁ,ra'*s.: e, or who haye floods of music about them yet are

w0t able to hear. We who care for and who appreci-
ate such things can understand their loss. I take it
we would }zﬁ‘ willing to suffer many a physical pain,

many a nervous thrill and pang of agony, before we

=

would endure the want of these higher things in wl vhich

we Juuﬂ@_l_ﬂ?; @'_‘ a W__ru. of 1:3'0'(} @um' ment (')!(O‘leﬁr lhl\v(:-u
But it is not simply this. ‘This stunting of the intel-
lectual power of the poor is that which, more than any-
thing else, condemns them to perpetual poverty. Th
intellect -i'}s the 1’!}?@‘%@) the truth, the g unidance 1‘>3ﬂ \'»'fh@h
';'é.:{;jiﬁb find their way, i‘)_y‘ \Hu!?@"l nﬂa‘@) discover the
methods @i @ﬁt\ﬁ@imgj business, of overcoming diffi-
cuities that free them in life. And if these be quenched,
then what? ‘They would be like one in a wilderness
who can not find the way. But there is an evil con-
nected with this con Cﬁ%%ﬂl@ ’o‘f@\z(smg_/mOrC serious even

than this, and that is the moral evil. Most of the
criminals of the world, in an ordinary sense of the word,

—
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are, 1] quﬁoram ;nt@ pec wj;kezh ‘m ti’ésvrif 'ff@ is necessarily
r_‘.h.- : h
'!l:*. LE@',@L‘]"“'“&l U‘]Ll_ C:E?ui:_b _:_j Lsnﬁﬁ}bt!i::@q li'ofr most, f_{af you
trace it, springs out of hopelessness which comes to
people who find they are not able to compete with their
fellows in the Qu“a-mv avocations of life. ‘Think of
the tempting, the alluring pictures of comfort and ease
LL-nLE come to iﬂﬂ@}:}'&‘ in @j’l‘ﬁi@ﬁ_ want ’*"L.Q_@H:\L_ Hon t
%gcomeol the m:%ﬂ @@m@wm L are the gen-
t‘féf@ﬂ )08 tw”um ! 1F7ﬂa,xé» ‘“the destruction of the poor is
ijf‘@(‘:-‘?: poverty.”’ i@?;@g% alas | I think, too popu-
larly the idea “’L"l the churches to look upon pov-
erty as a permanent uf_ﬁ_a_wt to take too litera ly i_‘iiﬁ?
words of Jesus : ""'1?79L’J“or ye have always with you.”
It was even ’};-(“?L_@@ ioi" m‘auL d: '@u‘Q ’L'_:\o:t[hn_g; L\gk‘ilat:-ﬂki\:?"'{&;
of @ﬂ.k%@ that i
abolished. It was IL{L& ﬂ u;‘vm asa wrﬂ«

onditions that
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the ”@A"ﬁt‘ that are poor. Ordinarily too mu 1'. an not
]E e S ulni ;‘iﬁw__k_a_k{' ]"Lg)\v{j?u' ":l-ﬂ'aL}F f@. 1no | 7 ‘"1@‘1;& x_ﬁ_ﬁl th n"n"&$
\”@ﬂtﬁm xcept through the accumulation of somet thi 1g

that lifts the level of C}\vfﬂj;_t; ﬁtﬁl@)nl out uﬁt the s kg‘n';:j_ ‘h of
1amw,,mm R\*@rw usfﬁb ml“it mh a »ii_a.wﬂu@m @a “f'lii

’Llﬁ_?”{uihluL It %Qn{j O! QLEIK‘ l'lh‘ﬂ[\lﬁfm‘t ‘\@)l Lij_ut,j \"t:hrllt_i_l GE L

KET{\HJEW]ULON! ;k:\ J‘h_igtihnmighvﬁﬂftf wviahnéa‘ﬁ' 1- »l;bﬁc{} 1 ihl{“_ﬁra.:
heard people say Uﬂﬂt they Lﬂ?"ﬁtcl@,_ﬁiy @LWMI to efforts to
educate the masses. ‘‘Somebody, ."? they say, ‘‘has

{cﬁ: to do the v ',Urliﬂi S u(}j“ﬁ Ay 'f'@ﬂ N t,""ﬂl‘ﬂ i_fi_g_ié‘i‘,’ Se _
!b‘@ik’ on themselves as rau‘{)alo of a better sort of UE v than
the ordinary average of the v ‘-m‘.sﬁ_i@_k. and to L@)f-s da\

on the c@:tﬁ}{»}hm and toilin ng millions of people nat-
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urally born into this condition, and whose business it is
to serve the interests of those above them. ‘This isthe
way the southern planter was wont to look upon his
slaves. Itis the way thousands of capitalists look upon
laborers. ‘This is the way so many mistresses of house-
holds look upon their hired help. But is it the true
way? No; society is never safe so long as its founda-
tions are uneasy. If the foundation of your house
should suddenly become conscious and wake up to the
fact that it was carrying a very heavy burden ; if it
felt tired and restless, and wished to turn over and re-
adjust itself, or to get somebody else to bear a part of
its load, you would not sleep very comfortably at night.
Society is never safe unless the foundations are con-
tented. And the foundations of society in the modern
world most certainly are not in that condition.

We must learn to feel that the happiness of others is
as important as our own. Had this feeling existed
long ago, do you think it would have been possible for
slavery to have continued for one year? It was only

the lack of this feeling that made the superior race look _

down on the inferior, and to treat the men belonging
to it as property, taking all their rights, and abusing
them until every nerve quivered with pain. It is hard
for us — and this is the very root of selfishness — that
a thrill of pleasure in some other person’s nerves is
just as important to the welfare of this universe as is
the thrill of our own. We grasp all we can for our-
selves of money, fame, and position, conscious all the
time that we are taking it away from some one else,
without any sympathy with the disappointment, th
4 S
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sorrow of the one from whom it has been taken. This
is essentially brutal, barbaric, and not humane. Paul
says: ‘‘Whether one member suffer, all the members
suffer with it.”’ Thisisjust as true of humanity as it is
of the individual. Every one of the evils of the world
under which we are suffering springs out of the fact
that we are linked together perforce, whether we will
or not. And whether it is the foot, some tribe in South
Africa, or the hand in England, or the eye in Germany,
or whatever agency it may be that is discovered disor-
ganized, and therefore in pain, we must suffer with it.
Who can inspire the people with that better spirit
which should pervade all classes of the population?
~ Only those to whom humanity is a religion. Whoever
knows a fact or sees a principle bearing on these mat-
ters, let him speak ! It seems to be the great need of
the hour. It is time that employer and employed
should approach each other with respect, for candid
consultation and mutual service. All the members of
society must learn that they are keepers and trustees of
each other’s welfare; that property, muscle, brains,
culture, influence, and opportunity are not our own ;
that to manage our private affairs with no regard to
the effect on others is a breach of trust, a continuous
immorality, and a personal degradation. It must be-
come an American fashion to consider others. And
this fashion must sooner or later take the form of vol-
untarily limiting private profits and accumulations.
Until then our civilization is barbarous, and our Christi-
anity a failure.

When we learn that in spite of all distinctions and
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differences there is but one common human nature,
common interest, and common destiny ; when we learn
this completely and are inspired by its spirit, try to
understand each other and sympathetically solve our
troubles, we shall have reached that climax toward
which the world is steadily tending, and toward which
every force of civilization is driving us. We can retard
it or we can help it on, but we cannot prevent its final
coming. And the time will come when there will be
for all intelligent peoples one religion, one cosmopolitan
language, one sense of common humanity ; *‘ the par-
liament of man, the federation of worlds.”’

Phe ©ld Year.

Some of us who have a constant fondness for old
friends, not to be at once transformed with new affec-
tions, can but object to the summary discrowning of
the king. We object to hearing the story of his reign
put by as one which shall only serve to point a moral
for the new year, the common metaphor which repre-
sents him tottering out, his garlands withered. “A
weak, despised Lear’’ has not the heart and wholesome
spirit best fitted to contribute to the glad beginning of
another cycle of months. Repenting, let us not be dis- .
couraged at the retrospect, but with the audacity of
hope declare, ‘“ We will not be cast down by past mis-
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room and circulate among the people. Without in-
tending to be an alarmist, we must surely look upon
all this with serious solicitude. If the conclusions of
these scientists are carried out, we shall sooner or later
close our churches, cease to pray, and live hard,
cold, dreary lives. But is there not another alterna-
tive? After all, what is all this but a transient phase
of opinion destined to give place to a grander truth?

There can be nothing permanent where the great
first cause is hidden so completely behind the second
causes, that are interposed in such numbers. ‘‘The
multitude of reasons which can be alleged for every
fact, for every process in nature, and every circum-
stance in life ; for the acts of men and the measures of
state, and the movements of races; for physical tides,
or for the caprice of folly ; for crimes as much as for
earthquakes; for social changes as much as for the
returning seasons, or for the signs in the sky, the
second immediate causes which can be found for all
these things seem to thrust God so far back that his
agency is no more felt than a shower among the hills
is felt in the city or on the plain.”’

In the forest ten thousand leaves above our heads
may hide the heavens with their canopy as effectually
as any black curtain of the night. Ten thousand
reasons for things good as these reasons may be, and
all the more that they are good, shall hide from our
narrow view the work of Omnipotence. Anatomy,
botany, chemistry, metaphysics, and logic, the science
of matter and of mind, of society and of spirit, excel-
lent as they may be, can be so massed and marshalled
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that standing together they shall stand in the stead of

God. ‘“What need of God?”’ asks the German cynic,
“ when you have the law of gravity?”’

Are not all things ruled by laws? Can we not
show cause and consequence in all the phenomena of
physical nature and of human life? Why ask more
than that plant and insect, and beast, and man, and
nation, and ages shall keep their intrinsic and inevita-
ble instinct and justice. Even if a Supreme Ruler sit
behind these laws, why should he be more than a lay
figure? Why should he come down from that calm
dignity, that grand repose of one who has finished his
work, and set in order, to assist the lower causes, to
plough fields, to wait in senates, or even to save souls?
Let us be content with what we can see, and not
assume a needless Providence. Thus science pushes
away the great Comforter in the multiplication of
second causes. But second causes can never be the
substitute for that first cause, to find which is the im-
pulse and the struggle of all thought and all inquiry.
Taws become one and harmonious only as God is
within them. Gravity and the force of the axe do not
fell the tree without the woodman zeal and stroke.

~ The engine in the basement, the card, the spindles,

the flying shuttles with all their fine complication of
band and wheel, of motion direct, reversed, eccentric,
here and there, up and down, every part in its place,
and nothing wanting —all there working separately
and together, nothing without the will of the master ;
his hand at the fires, his step in the halls, his watch at
the wheels, his omnipresént and pervading influence
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- makes all this efficient. ‘These second causes in the
life of the world and men may be adjusted never so
wisely, but they fall short of their proper issue if the
Omnipotent thought and will of infinite cause and
rule be not with them and in them.

In history we find that wherever the great spiritual
forces of Christianity are recognized as superior to all
other law and forces, there the true progress of man
has been realized. In contrasting these spiritual forces
with naturalism history shows very conclusively that
the best interests of man have always been advanced
according to the practical application of the precepts of
Christ. '

Christianity proclaims humanity the bond of broth-
erhood.

It boldly plants itself against the race-force of
nature on the grand doctrine of the higher unity,
broad as humanity in common spiritual ideas, interests,
and ends, common subjection to the same supreme
law, common participation in redemption through
Christ, and a common interest in the reign of right-
eousness on earth. The sameness of humanity is
mightier to unite than the difference of race to sepa-
rate. ‘This the life of Jesus shows. No one thinks of
him as one of another country or age, but only as a
man. Men of all ages and countries equally understand
him. He is the exponent of our common humanity.
The highest ideal of individuals as taught by Christ
was to live for noble ends and for the service of others.
It is based on the great doctrine of human brotherhood.
Professor Huxley, in a lecture on the physical basis of

b
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life, gives Geethe’s ¢ Venetian Epigrams’” as a = con-
densed survey of all the powers of man.”

“ Why so bustle the people and ery? To’get food,
to beget children, and nourish them as well as they
can. Further attaineth no man, put himself however
he will.” Read this in connection with the Good
Samaritan, and we see at once the moral superiority of
the Christian idea of life.

Mr. Lecky, in his History of European Morals,
places special stress on the fact that Christianity recog-
nizes. the fact of sin. This again naturalism denies.
But while the former recognizes sin, it also aims to
redeem men from it through the force of higher spiritual
influences. It has done this. It willstill doit. Sub-
limer moral triumphs yet await it in the future. But we
must not confound the essential principles of the
religion of Christ and what is called the Christian
church. The latter is simply the expression of the
common apprehension of Christianity. The church
has often opposed progress. But just as far as the
church or clergy set their faces against real reform
they are anti-Christ. Jesus taught the doctrine of
universal brotherhood. ‘This is the real basis of all
true progress. ‘Then welcome the efforts of all sincere
thinking minds towards a reconciliation which will
bring skepticism into the bosom of faith. Christianity
is a positive and definite religion. It rests on great
eternal sentiments, such as love of God and love of
man. These do not change. The world has not
given up to them. They are very partially recognized
in the personal lives of disciples.  ILet us plant our-
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selves on these, and make them the great motive forces
of human progress. As we look back upon the past
eighteen centuries how often men have risen with the
belief that Christianity would die out, but yet it still
outlives them. So we believe it still will be. ‘There
are some spiritual certainties, and these have their
rights to be considered in the correlations of law which
govern the life of man. Let us remember the state-
ment of a Hebrew king made on some of these certain-
ties three thousand years ago, which command admira-
tion and respect to this hour. The statement made by
Socrates, twenty-three hundred years ago, may be
made with confidence to-day. The statement of these
moral laws made by Jesus Christ eighteen hundred
years ago are the statements on which all modern
civilization rests, from which all modern science, liter-
ature, and education have sprung. When I remember
this, and remember at the same time there is not left
standing one postulate of the physical science of the
time of David, Socrates, or Christ, I am led to wonder
what these men mean who tell us that while the
natural and physical sciences are indispensable branches
of education, moral philosophy is so full of dis-
puted matter and open questions that to the great title
of established science it has no claim. ‘The denials of
Christianity are transient. ‘They come and soon pass
away. But the religion taught by Jesus Christ still
has immortal youth. It will outlive all skepticism.

L Ry e Ay ey
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Phoughts About (Domen,

If wotnen in their enthusiasm for self-emancipation
put themselves in seeming antagonism to mien, they
may get their rights, but they destroy the fine relation
which should exist between them. Man is all ready to
serve woman and take up her interests as much as in
the knight errantry times of old ; but woman must use
a wise policy in her dealings with him in order that
his service may be glad and spontaneous. By their daily
life they must convince him they can do a great many
things which he cannot do ; by their power to govern a
household, which is often sublime; by their wisdom
with children, and their domestic graces. In these
and many other ways they show their dominion over
realms which man cannot enter only as a subject.
Men behold women at their post of duty, and in their
calm hours they bow before them. Women should
also recognize the fact that there are many things that
men do which the majority of women cannot do, or
ought not to do. Coarse, out-of-door employments
seem not to be for them, nor exposure on land or sea,
commanding vessels, loading merchandise, or any such
work. Women are moulded on a different plan from
men, and any prolonged physical labor which has a
tendency to brutalize those finer nervous powers in her
will also threaten to destroy the distinctive qualities of
her soul, which respond to the higher wants of man.
Women can surely afford to yield the supremacy here.
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Manual labor is rapidly giving way to head work. If
she cannot do the hard work she can at least have the
chance, if she has the ability, to invent labor-saving

machines. By claiming a sphere which does not become

them, or seem naturally their own, women put sensible
men ill at ease with them ; they destroy the harmony
which, say what we will about inequalities or rights,
does exist in the relation of men and women ; they
make turbid the stream which has flowed steadily
through all the discord of the past, and cleared itself a

little in every new generation. If they persevere in

this course shallow men will laugh, coarse men will
jeer, true men in the community will feel out of sorts,
uncomfortable, they know not why, for they are
woman'’s well-wishers, always looking toward the light
for her.

Let woman come to man with fine candor and say :
““We cannot do without you ; help us to be what we

ought to be ;”’ and leave it formen to say whether they -

can do without them or not. Again, they should
convince men they can do many things as well as they,
which they have supposed they could not do, and that
not by loudly deciaring that they can, but by simply
doing the things well. Theysay: ‘Give uspolitical
equality, and then see what we can do.”” Well and
good ; let her have it. But it is a question whether
that one progression is going to make such an immedi-
ate change in her position. If a woman can paint a
good picture, or write a good poem, what is there to

prevent her? If she should become learned in the

sciences, skilled in the professions, who is there to op-
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pose her? What man will say she has not done well
if shehas? Itistrue her privileges have been few com-

@-fﬁf:’i ”fh Tl@’ b but 8”{”,,, souls work their way
along in spite of obstacles.

The wages o of woman have been one serious draw-
o :

back in her career ; Titgv@u_%:eza: matter will right it
self ﬂ.;'m__* ’“K_r g@i@@fr'l of excellence is raised. I,f?_n
habit of ex mgtg nothing great of herself is the root

of the evil. Now, we ¢ c’k@ not mean to say it is m 9ii.
enough for a woman to be mwﬁ@n mother, and house-
keeper. It @@B@ﬁ@‘lo more than she cz@ij: wm ut

God’s help. It is enough for l_e_@r to be a woman alone,
q L.‘a'ﬁuﬁﬂ_b womat BEl; \ T{hjj a woman’s m\*ﬁfm@, in her
nature, w vithout any s special taste for books, science, or

art, doing the plain d C_@Lm of home. Domestic cares,
what are they? Do women consider them mean?

They touch the most @@hd@ spring of our being ; they
widen in our h@@i vision, and affect the destinies of
\j_._!;'g_ e'_?im'jt, 3}4 mr a woman 15‘:.16’@{3&:51:& t] A2 (5"_)’%’5_‘{' in ln\’;zr
home, ‘-p\mrg,r“ on ]u@}'r children’s cl )ii‘_cw or struggling
Wi j: the temper of her family and servants, she has no
play r@, a:_é nature ; there is a constant creaking of the
wheels, she looses aidlm.mo_x doing those very things
well. Let her spring out of this condition as f rom
malaria. Let her read, D-"hqﬁ“i} work in ﬁac} carden, fab
w(eﬂ ks of benevolence, h_e:”ﬁydsc strangers who are starv-
ing for want of social sympathy. How much one
woman can do in this last-named way Qlﬁ’l_.@,ﬂ_@f alone
can u{wﬂ

}"liﬁ@ )_l_'_@nrg_@@__ woman must mm uhr,’éi her e1 a(j?.nlg-k. fo

]

her home. ’The quantity dr. her outside work must
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mind, J;?::. L@a@‘b‘a}m :?Lfl L@"ﬁ’@éuc lﬁ?ﬁj‘nm; f;r’&% f' om
one household to another, a blessing wherever she goes.

Or she may remain in the @U homestead, dispensing

1

hospitalities to 1 ﬁbﬂﬁm‘@ and receiving her w’mf’ﬁ-ﬂf-
But, supposing she is restless, energetic, and indepen-
d

lent, what an advan! @31. to her to enter =£:o se@;v
active pursuit which will 1‘@‘1;) her iﬁﬁﬂlm ve and
save her from the nervous @J-_ nten ds so
often on old age ! How many w romen | h:i the motive
power, and not the oppor @muﬁnccm to impel them to noble
dee “"Lw the lack of that spirit of self-sacrifice ‘;".‘-?"u‘ti’@ﬁ‘i
should lead thein to overcome their love of ease, the re-
; 111 @sn(ﬂ@f‘u fashion, the fear of public opinion, .»ma;:.
make for themselvesa career. If this poweris wanting,
mail' a a_m;r;@ of laws ?@D women much? It will re-
MoV 'ii’?h""fie'{“ ﬂﬂf]jiﬂ:‘iu@@ n fﬂnL mﬁ_ﬁ&q@'w}:}pﬁi f“; L Tpi_"‘*;\';'r,
It ir:-vf{ﬁﬂ_i @:r?mc a spasm of energy, vwan‘tﬁ will amount to
very illﬁ_lL_h \juﬂj@» iﬁ;@i}{ @'g‘@::u Eﬂl’j’l’g' with )Er ) 3ﬁlf5§ﬁ”fij mag-
netism which shall arouse individual women to a con-
sciousness of their great opportunities. How often we
iut:mr the remark : ‘‘ Women when associated lwzuwur
annot converse upon anything but servants and dress.”

t is a mistake to suppose that 'Ly* ht subjects of conver-

\Q

:.D 1-

"c;i

= rqv

sat "zjﬁ_‘ any m(j“@dagm:b@t'“ﬁx&%mﬁuﬁfum‘s \j ould

2

s CI8S
be trea iﬂgﬁl (.‘{QI'::IJE{;CL@IM? How :u@ijll a woiman

graceful play of her nature can say words which
touch the aspiration of aimless persons, or arouse great
persons to a broader ul’JU of vision. Iet the mﬂn-l‘
women still @1’11’*- about 1dﬂ@5r Sery ,45‘:,"5&(:\ but not merel y
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to compare notes and find fault ; let them learn wisdom
Pt s Ly e .20 afnwhn
from each other. ‘There isone mbfe&»h-wm woman who

:;jjis;f,@iam?g; them at their circles and listens, but does

not say much. ‘They know her servants always stay

long 'ﬁf{ﬁiﬁ;;i = m;- a5 aﬂliﬂiﬂ Lmkl JL;:::ii ii‘i'ifa:m.

1@3#—?‘."—(}1 1!{) f:{g:@% u}n(j*' se ;9 :rL L.’I: _a_“}:}sn"@ﬂ{_ 5 niaL(u’gb tious

""ai %_’q_a_a IE'E!;“}:"EH ﬂ“nii_h__hr@ These and
nsibl B' ussed will set them

to 1:h1l:|ﬁnllk’<:1£a_j’n : L]lL'f Wil ﬁl 1.@_ IFIO
L_\fa'\alu&u;w 'S enter qﬂ'hnhnﬂ@nﬁt z:_h’l\__l Wi kf-sr w,b"“)‘ul:ima_h
If the gentle, refining, and elevating influen
sister, and dau uﬂu& - were destroyed, no one can "‘"g’_
the result.
Whenever L_qu,r lose their feminine swe etness they
lose their influence, for —

“ Woman is not undeveloped man,
But diverse ; could we make her as the man,
Sweet love were slain; his dearest bond is this,
Not like to like, but like in difference.’’

They are unlike, but equal.
him, but all the influence which her pi
can exert 1}:‘1 i.u];.,‘a_;t;_-'t1 iﬁ‘l’jni ilCLL our \v'm)’ul:)ul \rrinl:‘i feel
wealthy import and the grave responsibility of exist-
ence and the tenderest sympathy with the common
Lﬁ*@gﬁ_ﬁ_&"bﬂa%rﬁ L'”O @m}}nr own way Jknl ﬁab&‘\ new \?,.'{OT"EGI .xusl.adt
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tere ilz}r 1:.:{“{_9{1__051” unelated ]L)‘}, suceess, and do their
work v ﬁudnl &i@j &*ahl '1 g n@.'\@: j')\quf}j_ E}!,_U R:sﬁ@u earn
estness of conviction that they shall ere long be found
side by side with men in the pursuit of the HLM
truths, thus ;na*@ﬁer the way for themselves

others for the inlet of tt c divine harmonies.

- ,_:'_\ 1

i"&(

Phe Great Mitacle Play of Creation.

n the g&mﬁn"rm@ play of creation has begun.
*i;n’_a_; rC_LD begin to sing. Those green-coated
_g;jas;‘._ﬁ, the ﬁ‘@i’% make holiday in the ne: m-:sfafnz, ng
marshes. They, too, belong to the orchestra o: nature,
whose vast theatre is again opened, though the doors
Ej: ve been SO long L‘IJE_@"U_L\ m icicles and ititm*{)r}v
hung with snow and frost like cobwebs. ‘This is the
prelude which announces the rising of the broad, green
curtain. Already the grass shoots forth. ‘The air is
,Eﬁﬂ?al \";v'fi’ﬂil Lii{i‘ (Icﬁ:ﬁ* (j? {3%’*:@3"1 e-’“h"ﬁ_t.j_g) iu"}!ﬁ_@"’i@d \tﬁﬁﬂnl *K_E_
smoke from burning ;5&3}}5% The sap leaps fortl
through the veins of the trees, and the blood through
the veins of man. What a joy in being and moving.
This morning I awoke at early dawn and listened to the
song of the birds near my window. I arose and
walked out. ‘The air was clear and fresh as a new-
uk :rmL» soul. Bars of mottled clouds were bent across
the eastern portion of the sky, which lay like a great

{q

miui-

I“T‘ tr{l]
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ethereal ocean, ready for the launch of the ship of
i:ﬂae\ry' uiu@t was now gl ”@b’&uxor towards its 04_3@ The

robin san Q{r f‘i’?ul{_}‘hhu{ ﬁ\r@ﬂl@r |dn}'hn1 ]Ll:" @hﬂkf te ell ; 2
the kjbwk:a ["ia@u formed 1“1L!Q upper sea were ;:slfrme\"kurb
mﬁug m”r?@)uulw.wy_:(}ul :?m!u[} }_.{Ln']l(‘]( A - moment more C‘seaal
the first insupportable sting of light would shoot up

o~ e

from the @tw of the jL_fl,J ] w{;;s;j‘v@al and it came,

fresh and exuberant, as it first from the holy will of the
father of 1b _‘1&"3 rg@s:#*x_et@fgm’f he gjtx;r;a;@t.nng_lmgssa@»aamu?

the v {g}riLL ’1; d the world w@@,m,nﬁ S 'T»ih-al than words
can tell. :r'-‘]_ﬁ_'a k:iwillﬁ”ﬁ"{j!i light alone ruhvn_sfy_}«*‘ upon the
human heart can exceed Uiv marvel of such a sun-
rise. As I gazed with rapture upon the great miracle
these thoughts came to me: “For the 11 rd God is a
sun and shield ; the Lord will give grace and glory.’
And the great sorrow of the world that ~1 oppressed

me the Wﬁ&‘ ’:’Jf before ﬂi?ﬂ){\‘op i“ili'i_ﬁ away. Such com-
n(“ar{rﬁa w@iﬁdu come to u L&Cﬁq n "pt{u\aﬂ. nature vﬁf we ;r(‘..xﬂﬂlqv
believed w!!ﬂb?@* bd was the God of nature; that when
he :su'u;'h@i“‘) or rat 11"\__‘!r \Hiﬂ(‘m ial{_ mﬂﬂ]k[_:b’,_ '1r3'¥ﬂ1t 'u?'@‘]i 'i’h'ﬁxi'*‘, irg""ﬁi}_‘_i(i&é;
only, but Ja_h_&a heart, is in the ngs
that, therefore, the t_b.n_u_nitz@.l@ of m:xsh:o on human
hearts is because he intended it. And if we believe
iE*:E't{fIii our Lé‘\"é]:l 1S everyw 4@@3;{‘ (v“riﬂyr’ l@lagf@{lbi we not think
!b]i'lﬂﬂ] ”}ﬁ{j‘{jatb even !E’l l‘l*’L‘ con (nﬁ‘"@jl dence {_l_n},_hg. sometimes
cems so strange? For if he be in the things that
@;i neide, he must be in the coincidence. But we cannot
make a @l@dl\oai{h:y of these Lulfﬁvg rs. As the (_iziﬁi(?i‘i*“-'iﬁ:*
say, the \.,Io)_hn{{_ 18 ]t@::a them and uses uink:?;nﬂ as :Fl Wi

They are broad and elastic, and many sided ; they um
this to the soul to-day, and that to-morrow as it needs ;




The Mornine Will Pawn Sk
The Morning Will Dawn. 69

and every Q_Q_O ;ﬂ;n_%g Eiiﬁi{‘}, oa(j_ the sou 1l must gIOW

up into them, as a child into a language into w which it
was born, which is such a different waﬂﬁm thin, : from

the same language taught by rule and letter of method
E. e:x; rmmnj@m Jrﬂf\m v @ﬂ the v"'@sw aﬁncsv r:w rr‘i @

was ljafﬁa —wo @ﬁ;@s,

frarp 3@ and Broeed

We fall into complaining @EL melancholy because wi
do wn widen our vision to take in the tm T pur-
I pose of things. The m@'ai‘é’snf qg that brin ngs's chill
to us 1 "mercah obscures the sun ; wﬁ?ﬂﬁb"
@:iar spirits, for our whole mind becomes

ttle discomfort it brings us. It ﬁ;jj_i_‘ Ta-
a or neuralgia, and that -'ii-:‘@esf““
TL, very bad, ’11:3’9 fog. Why
; As t uroxggh the sun \'-"'vﬂ;i- not st
and the fog iiue beneficent effect thereof. 2
storm cot ':gg;.' s:}:j%ﬁ’u“ L_!E'j a }"Ska a@r} we wa&:ﬁaj We C
o where the snow never flies. Whatever root r@s’i
Tness our breast "'T’UCC‘I“Q \“!’@@@(‘}? it be a bur w‘:\i ng
sense of wrong or the sacred ﬂqngé° with which the
awwggﬁlugjjtﬁﬁzﬂdﬁlﬁxtﬁ Ug‘mafﬁl God’s per-
spective on it ; to view it detached from personality, as

we view a @hhﬂﬁj_ﬁj m(jg’fﬁ_@hﬂ (t:@ﬂ?ﬁbj_l or lm_é @Eﬁbﬁl move

'—‘l'\;lx

1’@ h

d upo
absorb 1n t

{;\
J\

1

(s

= g

et

:
1
|
1
|

> I
~
B B

N
-
ap (=)

0-( —
(g (‘
o far

=%
=)
(v
’“‘c‘)

%\ ('__:: .'un]




t (b}‘f

.nt@nl ;'ba{al ‘;fi_r{;ﬁa_“m:[e)ek t_)L one t 1]
We e gTrow morbid Imw lnpmqjﬁ?r Qjmja
casing is all worn off, and it gIows ,kl_i_i_f:'_@'_ﬁ@) .31:5-5{1

cople try to stop their ears and get aws

_t‘.'ﬁ;:l'?}_

i _ A .
-zg_i‘m-\- disagreeable sound. We feel that the world is very

« [

bnﬂ;ﬂ‘ﬁii"@jﬁt "hn(ut “q}‘hr'a[ and e\:ﬂa[ when our ha ;_;_qg)fb’_nl,:«;"k‘.

x this effect, and especially "*hunr we try to lay
me of (e)‘u.lr .i_j_tl@f\g\&nﬁbhnl:‘ on other shc “_]_l:hli_ lers Linfwlw‘ﬁcr
But the | _@m: is our views ‘29.1 \1 d; ?“ﬂiemé, 'r-;!:i_ :
| ("m.:i O\w Iui_@"fm-i“ we will

r"‘

tra ,ksil

our i“”% "huu:i Iamlgl u ii_%_ﬁ_ﬂlim !hﬁ‘a@ , =ur@v !et::ﬁfsfr;:@ we do

not make a strong, i?f!-”@ rous effo: P 1
nh.(_‘ Jnlé}u{_l“s.v ‘:‘i’:\\,{ are _ilf?u‘g‘k 1 .\Ix[j'e‘) ’L:'l."ﬂu[ Isk.hmg'jg k@_f at

Q.

iy

|

:‘:1

every cﬂgzs‘; wt-mmt” at Itk‘u we free @)hh’?ﬁé[\rf 23S Or -':N‘Jlj__‘ic,
the luxury of woe, where ?;r:@ live by drain n’i@_.g ;ﬁj;g
.‘_-jl..L|uqo} muE.E uﬁr Qhu@qq hu@i k\ufhhhrt la.c[ ha}'ﬂ 2rous te

[ti‘ﬁi;:\".! \‘,;‘;’!_ﬂ_bliq}n m a 1 hﬁl’@l H{E)rinul‘ ,{:, ]HB{_‘ 1! _3 l@i}hbmi hﬂ ’L;l.-.

_.__'-

“*“\Li‘r_ib morbid ﬂﬁ?@;ﬁhﬂf@ are the blue mould of the

n, the creeping fungus that spoils many lives and
. 1S 'faﬂﬂ"nnty *’ijnk TS hn,*; Ld_L_U &* iL“Io‘iual 1t Lq.r,h..hl.w,

uu seems cruel sometimes, L‘mi‘ S s& mu this in-
@_E:_t;_n;{iﬁié)‘&léf( even K}iﬂhf![‘ﬂ\l\\‘bn-ﬁ-!{ ui.,Q \Y whﬂjj ‘%1 ';Y;ﬁ;iﬁ}{t;} ;rlﬂ;‘?z@ag
ul lna-ur-u@m "‘wml ln‘"m‘ﬂitrbm Th :{5"‘ @Jéif_a w@a'

ik —

@'uh@ia al

rat! "L.,,r 1;3u{:iLuj te 'j;_ui:x ,.hu'lj l“@iU“}—{ L@ C{\o)nhwnnl maOunl |hu1 1mor-
bid habits. But love should administer it only as the
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surgeon has the right to use the scalpel. Tet the
scalpel be the sting of the bee laden with honey, and
not the barren wasp. Spare your associate, him or her,
that leans upon your bosom, the tender place. Da ark
threads are woven i ‘Ho the warp of every life; and it
would be strange indeed if for any one a year drew
to a close without Tkiﬁi'fﬁjg > painful memories. If

will come when the
Q‘L@iﬁ%hk us that we
however distasteful,
at the first C;!hl’uaqui@n

we believe i ’h @@’i@@ | the 1‘51@ \
discipline of 1i life shall at jg*g_m

must accept His rulings for us,
humiliating, unbea; @3’@ they seem at

\W@ must not feel ‘‘this thing shal
t is too contrary to all ’J‘i\:(
of our lives.”’

Holding fast s
Him, only then can we rise ab

not :@uﬁmt@ﬁl“”‘) |

St

1

How slow we are
< Shall we receive good at the hand.
somehow

11 not happen to us ;
.d ideas of the tenor
of God, and shall we
v to our trust

bove it uncrushed,

even conquerors. Our Father has sent just this to
you. Take it; endure it. Some day you will under
stand.

If we could realize more the pleasant things life has
brought _i woi-ﬂﬂ be better. As a rule, it is to be
feared we accept them largely as a matter of course.
Only w“sm the friend is dead and there will be silence
i"s_t:, “ﬁ?@r in the place of warm, friendly letters, do we

‘what those letters were. uo
\";_*15’}99_‘5_@? Emerson, in a way h

was the right sort of talks \Tﬁ"u’ﬁh th
ple; butitisa good definition, whe

(]

ﬂiﬁi»
a 2 6} Uu‘(ﬁ”@f_@nur qu‘wi\f(énui

][ C.h !ﬂi‘:é)l ] m(é\vv

he qun.;i‘. ort *o‘u peo-
ng;c‘l ..asﬁx‘f}‘ﬂa_z_*lahoiar

original. But to commune with Lﬁv saints, luckily we

do not” have to go to some religious conference.
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E.éﬁ'k kily LJLI:’W are scattered v up and down the world, and
has ‘h.;:n our blessed ]“ﬁﬁ\wh ege to know not a few @J
,ul\ﬁinl_lH Fl‘ii@ we _a}'\@ IL'L 0 at @sL‘C '“i (& ! }Tm}u[ |quiﬁu:LL
]u y the ‘v.v,@r@w 1hu§~:j"‘)£:?‘fun@il of the Lﬂw@’&ukﬁ\]{)\«@ emlenation
@'E their earnest, unselfish lives. Possibl ly one such
abides under our own roof. Fortunate if we do not re-
quire the ]‘“Lafr'f;f;’);_é;jrff{vj(j‘ death lends to see truly our
friend’s worth ; if we are not guilty of @E&i&\?tnﬂ_}“ too
’Efm(_j we laF]\V(&‘» L;nl@(:’ir{_tg:h&h(ﬂ ang "{fﬁ\‘\ unawares. We do not
ffl]a“]d}rua%“u&\ U'“k (_el@& D Ik}t@.‘ ra“n h "u'l\:inlhu(_'l *laile| \”1!: 1!][:[_*%'_! 1S
half Qus:{sum ,,]Eu_d_n_ﬁa}m our aRa.Lsrt\Lﬂal@mwm@k
] ?’T:a{pl Q_ al men Ph“:\al women xiﬂ uﬁ.& *_M(\_‘n_'_i_kg_[,_}

L=

';rl

nor all t L‘ q:
"
no:

one of wl a:'s;' uuiyi a few weeks ago seemed to divine,
by fine spiritual intuition, how-I was filling the uni-
verse with my owanu_&i_:mrw!wmom@mm om physi-

B )
i .

C4 1:[ %:ul@inb ' m\ a uu sent me 1;1:(1!:_1 her own sEuEZ 01 Fed

words that were like great draughts of hope, {-==_u_L't éw
and love. It was the best nu‘@{gﬁ)mb It gave me the
@U:ﬁia}w}ﬁﬂ @ﬁﬁ@@bkﬁ@%ﬂ 1rlel{“u_ :hl my Ilun'idi:\ SC “ngT'“ithth°“'

pen

||-—__

T --izlar-.\ci W ﬂl_llL"l ‘@{“‘]s] m‘fﬁ[ *’lmlg @Qu }_Tu(__l ]0\‘?'Enl lmy' \”“l'l’d‘}- ful

C

'n_ij_u_l.

‘”_(m'ﬁ"ﬂkq_ cat ,g}i_ :uu(-” fh’ﬂg[ thulobﬂilgllnl La:!:_ @j:rL]fﬂ 1S Li'i'jiv@‘
1

Almighty hand. We need the doctrine of hopefulness

and {@‘?—lik'fi':‘f-\rll hj@.‘k:; Ial@'\(@is{g\g‘l ma@ﬁ" lﬂL} lml lﬂ'l 1!@ umé‘nsl (’_‘lﬂb

oy

|v\nﬂhn)lit\=g &) Lh@i‘ _b__ J

a‘i-ihzaf@mzss'h'r 1I;u@ in ;uﬁl “rw \v”é-"iﬁ"'-ft‘igg @;a;;_@@'jﬁ_iﬂﬁ_ﬂ&; @: uu rcrwmag;g

There are some lives before whose shadow we stand mute
.uaaal@r\ w‘:{:{m{&{_ia at Ul?{ IL\_J"z\ty I‘\hu{y@ﬂ 1h_s_u_lgulu\33\a[gmul weak
Jalg\bhisb@ml\ !L‘g*ﬂmt‘c, \?ﬁ L_‘ﬂl_[ La_e_}a[njl_. {_‘t_]s@ @:EI}’{)’IN say |§ﬁu11_:@ uh;\_‘!nﬂ :

RTINS (o‘iullfy e bravest and | best \:{:}biu ers, Spl niu.:w wh
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mettle, @Tr@)“’h”ﬂa(@m@@@w lead the forlorn hope.’’

In 5_'@_ r very despair ¢ and utter hop vCCm”k- S 1s t u‘“@ri: not
a possibility of a certain enthusiasm of self-devotion,

fwﬁnf ce, as you realize that God has chosen you to
L@ a forlorn hope? Will you not be 1‘1?;38(@1 soldier,
st WaQ E&ﬁ_ﬂ_ﬁf&__':g in GL“C lj:;@aﬁl'\ u}ul shot fﬁe(wi_
shell 3 thick and fast on every side, until for you the
battle ends? ‘The world, though seemingly indifferent,
has the heartiest appreciation of the courageous s b.t

that will not say die— that, when its props are taket

away, its dwelling p place destroyed, its fff“‘mh‘n heritage
laid waste, can 13@’_{: @g@@ throw nrro:;“ its forces into

new forms, better ul_nh.aa\ the old, can make itself a mor-

TOW ﬁjﬂw} hter than its S‘-@-:i_t{:‘r(:@,?ﬂ Lﬁ’ﬁ’(}r@"}itﬁ("s@{ is in

the a:ruL ”"!ia(:t’;@',' or of renewal. An d the Infinite One,

lest we ;«ih@\_ﬂk‘_ lose the e force of ‘;@51 ufﬁ@@i_ufju ’lsu(a[ ::(\_.3[;_'

l.-J‘

C‘I ¥

o
-

!
!

activity, allows the thvm_ places of our lives to be
fram ﬁpi“ 01 L_!isd:jr 1%’@16}& @1 ibf';:";_‘{, r‘uu{ni jﬁﬁin@?ﬂm\* says
““ Build anew, exercise the streng th that is within you,
mnuv»-ar,, :ﬁ_@d it\scna:u 'iab:)r m wurc mm@i: hﬁ rm you,

. Qver

s-
you, =0?‘i"05k%:§”ﬂ"@i‘@3’i‘"cgsif @mﬂ@"'@rv'wﬁ ’“_




Phe Pwo World Pheories
It is natural to wish to know s omething of the next
life. We are at times so near 'a‘a_ e other world | We
seem almost to @'mou it with our hands, see it with our
eyes, and hear its sacred U@nuilkts& ‘We are near to
&4. not walc—i:\‘g_!y :ise‘k \4&“@(_. 8 n‘@n {_uﬁu"“C "‘(_HL lful .\:‘]r‘h_“!_!].l u[‘i@_@_‘

great mass of LBEL Juuﬁhn’]"uat |Qul"ﬁf\r |L‘x u@ d_iLr{__3¢gg_{ﬁs!-,'_? But

a still @La per cord binds us to the :_fs,n_rm%tr C’“ﬂ M RITGS
the tie of l_\:_n_(_)sdchlifa and | kinship and lo 1 3
child once, a sister, a father, a broth s_ﬁ.«
S‘hilkhf rrléL@lE§ﬁr-an5 t@g‘-f!s@?\ ‘f/is[_j““ Ig}‘h,n’c. |dl'l:.\u? "1 b

]f\’nkj rorm 15q1a{§c| »‘i=nto[ nfo:E me L!LLL b]n‘ibrﬁma Pﬁ"i\vC (")'_éﬁ*,"' 1m my

meau{p}ry “4",; tBL‘]ﬁ\_, tﬂ ]H:J_gej;j]i_t. 129!.4]1‘&@ alé\',(} H' i[ i\“\ﬁf- r}?a‘;@L T_h S

mub:u: \ME ere ,j;_w @_@p Qdu}_}? l.:{di\“ t] sﬂL \rw!ﬁh\ﬂhs-ﬂﬁ'ﬁ :_aj_m:‘mhbau
ife --tisl_i '@m(}'s@"uﬁ_ to Lzluﬁ'kw boi ‘Ef’h ’!ﬁ”l&:k_ obstinate
que. \rmliﬁl ﬂ&\wnl Lﬁmﬂ 1S _[ﬂ_ﬁ[ul 'ciu"rn‘(f%cw. L“'Jgu‘em, 111
f}’nh\ Co)u\g:la\_}. 1SS @t iij{OrL“_Eiyt, E"li haﬁal Ibt\v@:h so far
as its consciousness is concerned, an eternal life, It
knows no limit. So do all the !kw ver forms of @ri&gr.&s)@ﬂj

@_ﬁ%@“:ji{ﬁ}iil *‘ del\'r ‘:iuhnhsﬁ E:'ri:jual (ut" ﬁhl‘ TLXEQL uLm not l}{iﬁ}g‘?}ﬂ'}

% 1 ' 9 e a te o i,
_!\ dlan ‘llié)ﬂ e 1S ?L to see it_@ barrier which 1S fixed

- =k Aol

before this earthly life because he alone sees over and
Jolz—j"((ﬁ"u'{al f&: Ura’ﬂle“h \"M[Iai l‘_lj;_ﬂ_l\:: 1PQ'Oiﬂt1Lo)nl ('): L“"!Lﬂh came

13_3- 'fi.f; fal two Eﬂ,—m S @@mu t o‘}”drinur \‘Q‘z :_nk“f.u uiﬂ_ & Lﬂ.f‘.-’h?‘i%.
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on

whisper came that promised a new and higher life we
do not know, but the whole world has it.

The Egyptians, long before Moses, believed in a
future 'h'b‘%; into “‘ﬂ“h@n men were admitted after a
judgment by Osiris. Pythagoras and many ancient

!dfvfj}‘n taught transmigration ; the Greeks held to
luiis'r@ fields and “T'artarus. ‘The Chinese, ancient
u@re;ﬁush Scandinavians, and North American mu(qiﬁy
all had an instinctive belief in immortality ; for it has
all the attributes of an instinct. It is w mvemi —

Al

moms_’sug in ﬂﬂi@“@ ai@’sl Ftﬂ Fﬂ_@ @fn_“"

ﬂuﬁqf or of :is(jr a_‘ﬁa v.'ﬂ_@_qm (ja I“Cp;} @&qu;@ 74 x__bc"n]p}:)-
z.fﬂ.ﬁ among the fossil W’i@ndﬁw of ages past the relics
of fimeral feasts and indications of offerings to the
spirit @x: the dead, traces back the belief in a future
ez: to ui'sneg lk:smr egnar@“o“ to history and tradition.

£t —)iﬁf 22 @C“rg j 1ﬂnC ;au@]ﬁn_@i_[l_lﬁ-” L5, \H"i"lf_‘rsr r@OL of im-
f_%:@atﬁi:@i_h:ﬁfﬁ that is no demonstration.”’ I fall back on

hope, only mhm that is all. But what is that? By
whom is that candle lit that sends its rays so far?
Who put it in my head that I am going to outlive my
body, outshine the stars with my eyes, and be when
the heavens are no more? No mortal did it ; I did it
not myself. And what hand L}qom in the human
bosom the seed of this blossom of faith? There is one
kind of knowledge w hich the Creator has appointed
shall be acquired by the busy intellect, and which,

when so Cﬁpﬁu@ﬂ1 is held in mwﬁilﬁ;}ﬂv possession.
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There is another kind of knowledg lge which he gives to

faithful g@:‘r@';l @b@@‘:_@.‘;ﬂi hearts, and which even the truest
] 1 o)l 15]!1_ prec _Tﬂ:_r;@ﬁ}ﬁu@h‘, @)r \.i_&vhlhbﬁk\{eﬁ ;:[E‘Liniea

’_:: ]1 [1nre. }ﬂ‘:{@_{‘{ (“i"l;_{‘ﬁ'@ &) "]na@ irLﬁy@F@ Ay TL ID;-.-!L '_5 ___‘:.'.H,
hr@@j u('_} L_uhkwi?-‘mm_\r Cik 1SS fﬁ)r }cjulo‘)\r !kgk ’(_c P‘I 1e ] ';_

-~
—y
{3
?6
a?ﬂ
Q
CZ
r’“

ﬁ:r.-%_ﬂ*l ;_1 j: :mﬁ.l imgw nLu_nswu -_‘3 g.s_arf;gr uf“o iéﬁi@:ﬂw
geneous 9%!0"@@ of the ?U ical 1!:55&@“‘:’@;“!0&9@ Like the
Qu in. which the ”ﬁ@n’hm unlocked uf‘k dungeon of
Giant %u@ibr s castle, it is hidden in our own hearts
—given to us long ago by the Iord of the Way
‘U?f”‘ithﬁ those who are not D)ELT,MJ(;\OI to concede me{ Lt
ﬂéﬁmfmsﬁll n!“bua\.o 'S are *“*t:ﬁ“mq_qag_}hly j,ugi_aﬂgj : E;aﬁ's;u[ moral
l_lj_ﬂ_h,k_nj“ rﬁﬁlalrﬂimhu and that the human moral sense and
religious sentiment are w@ more than sﬁumﬁﬁ worthy
{a};n,-g;..\-;ma ; to those who doubt all this, who believe in
food, and -n@ﬁ@w, and :raﬁiwf‘r;ﬁ;% and stocks, and gravi
uﬂ_o‘iul” Id‘{_}u not in \:{:?bl‘w‘rﬂmn(}&u_% love, , O ﬂ@_@’ﬁ_{&zn or \C;@TJ
I can say m_l_g]ﬂ_ﬁ}j}%ia __l_ff'i_n_@ _,:‘zl,i_r{"{h'laﬂéf nt ?a}“b:. Jn‘@lﬁl shown to
have no q&‘-‘ﬂélr@fn‘aﬁ on any _s'nr\e}bhug_k, they will admit.
The materialistic u]a{:_{“r??‘r of the world stands Tn{é}mmbi'&%
_.-'_;hi[g!_ \tf\gi@gﬂt\&‘} uﬁd j [1e f\nu\.‘{cﬂ'{g Lo}l our f'\:'{‘iu‘jt&wl m‘;: ]nﬁyhs!
and evil. Itisas hard L@hmmai@mu’m_l as mind. And

f’

{i’;'nlf‘iél- :Fﬁ Evhﬁ}i\ to account !up)r "un!aan(’L “L‘ cannot \oﬁnu}r H:ai\v
\cﬁ*nk:ﬂljua)'i'f" reason ni)r ]5}.1&1 or lakﬂ:r{t‘h(“ [u 1§:nof mne
in the presence of our ideas of beauty and good. It
@keu:; wmz @ nilg:i‘m iv‘v‘—'?'ngv‘-' \(» :«ﬁ;\;&’iﬂ;é @'b'a'::ﬁm <'é~i" iam'm-;m

C lc_l__{{__;jnL= — m we are nk“(ﬂ.\::rhn[a! be ':‘ﬂh’i"‘-’i\’v’- !
\cf)r(yr*r}nnlw;w ui)z (.}-ul:i E'Ur ]EhrL \HJLLS:Q@)NH \H'riuiu{jqul ]D‘zb{ai\‘w shall

have a chance to bloom. It seems to me to have no
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adequate help in it, nor to be able to give any adequate
reason r_x@_r ﬁiﬁ @_‘j@i@@c

Tet us then turn to the opposite theory, and see if,
in its light, our problems look any more V”R’Yﬁ‘_f@ﬂu
This theory mr:n;;;.@" course, that outside of humanity,
and preceding the present condition of the universe,
there r\«s_m@n_l not only power, but also 1d"Cf_§jnhr and
purpose. In other words, it means T:JQE’“@- in God. It
1&_{.&; what we mean b ]b;,*‘ ga‘f'f‘ﬁi E}_ﬂ lh C |n r_ "\:’i‘(@j mt_d es
the material only the out-growth, the c-@_;}:@c@;cn n
:_iihjf_'j_go I Cb’:!@j,]i}j any means uh‘;ﬁ’ﬂl' da’ﬁ‘ﬁJ Lﬁ_q_qu)hnﬁiL@’
istic adtrg:ﬁ:;, of LC\L,@Ylug(%ﬁL@_GI all difficulties. In
._;1_%.‘ face of many of the difficulties of life it is very

z;(.* for us to believe that the world is governed by a
5 ng who thinks and loves, who i is \uﬂfzﬁ and good.

F.Ef p

o=

=

We ca iiﬁ’@ﬁi@ﬁ!}‘lﬁt with it ; for: L@;ﬁm:..a._aﬂ;r
it is not governed as we would govern tat if we had the
jol XT‘T@{F’., .ﬁ_@“’ﬁ?}:‘h ]Q@ﬁﬂ_@_}i}" Gf@i’dnl@’ék} 1:}"1;;60\, lk}.‘\;} heart-
ach 5;_1 vice, crime, these are certa d"uﬂy; strong indict-

ments to bring ggawi either wisdom or goodness.
And yet in spite of all these I do think that ?ﬁ'i a
spiritualistic universe we may, and not irrationally

by shutting our eyes, keep our faith in the &i@sﬁu};}’g’gs

of wisdom and E?:E:I;hm% Let us suppose, then, that
this fgs..a’:hft\ er egqﬂ_ a seed-plot for the planting and a
field for the development of souls. Then, instead @"}'
rega arding it as a ,g@xwm&;n(jﬁm it may be compared
to a :jgaﬂagﬁ{gu:gr ‘Jl‘“td]‘iew@*@g_hsh’euumt@z sof a gymna-

:é%f'ﬁ_;a_i; E_t‘i'@ﬁmuﬂﬂ:{]kec@o train to self-mastery. Sot _L_s
phs @:;‘ﬂ* (aﬁ m@@ o- uﬁo wunﬂ cem mu rem

rc; (m}
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‘“ Ring out false pride, in place )_lL\V‘if"DJ
rz_rfir\ vic «4&?@‘1: »m‘“ =3’L :’5 @g—

l-.

bi; nl@b\,v of ng;w . the kur.gef-
L’W‘L’k“i‘l:ﬂ‘i‘»‘td idui*cwﬁm@)ﬂ ‘*s othe ﬁs,t,f.i;i ﬁum the common
fatherhood. TT\QthrkﬂLL on j(_‘__f_.?{"_."_”‘ ijﬂ:maulil}\ .th of
L@JEQ,L{TE“E@\ one ql[]l—wll_;n()\_{:} mm;@: g uLaL\:-e tend L:_E
in love! We walk in His k"i'ﬁh.}’lg uiulj_hy"isl it be - ::uufcigu.m
His promise grows each hour towards the perfect fulfi
ment, Is it not well for us to rejoice ; to let gladness

overflow in §§j§_;:_ .:ui ~ieosﬁg-h fﬁsmi @amemm stu\-

*mb (-r-J

Jus g

...a

heard singing their praises and fé)'_?@)‘iiik?@ks‘-}éﬂ in tl

(_c{ﬁian!t"‘miLl iuL_ avel F,\__\E“‘: »@go}l’\s X'Qa @a‘(ﬁliﬂ?@;_:

] Ay

1[\0}:39! haly mahhn(aﬁ. {tluCm_“k:{g\\__;l_g'_}éiiﬁ"il?ﬁﬂ;z:.i@{im;\r;v,-'ﬂ;ti_ﬁ'_t i_i_i'_u"i—‘

the birth of Jesus such a mass of incredible interpreta-

£ a real event

M
sui\e;n_gq Lh{j 1t lu} 1S none (j. ]iln[\ P’“‘}“LCC (o)
9 [“lm@ ‘F?"Iuijk"\lnhmj{:fﬁ' alh ]ol_&ﬁ“‘nl_‘-@f Gkﬂ le '\"a[nhﬂ wﬂ@@lﬁ ‘fiﬂk S

)

n;@fhrn‘a-ﬁ as is the :gjjt_ of the birth of Minerva from %E{E_ag\
\Q‘iké:}t IL)r("hlg_Eu_l(v ” Eﬁb‘iuu@‘i"\ ]n)LhtL it seems to me ?Tf&rhhﬁefu this
pecu E{ﬁ;r 1&1& S )ryfl Y J.L}_E,ﬂ,.SL ‘ﬂﬂl L_SL ]nIOT:'iglry“ "'lf[” u]ﬁ{\w ac‘ijg*f_'Q:‘

fbﬁl ﬂs]ﬁ 1 ( ;\ ][v:ih{m \u,\ﬁﬁﬁf\a[ faL L:ﬁ en out to‘,n u’ﬁ" way.

ﬁ{gg 1_1 re ethereal, ugth purer, nothing mmw-

‘,_pg“f: Ll}[{'ﬂ_f{pj}j ean | nl”‘ k_xg):i'?{;%i* u\al (0}1 Li‘_{“hnt 'zinL W aOb ang

ppeat 1 :v“ii.rﬁﬁﬂsnhﬁhskciimflui‘k

__.__.,,




Ylessed ;

- night,

f oy It
t fills the

wer, and
he infin
OV, are si

# =diction

the pow

F 1?7 Now

® he wavs
b1 look up
holy tir

he misco

T R R rab T S MR v SR | T O

Wt T

i

The Mening Will Dawn. 81

t, as it were, it broke forth and

strains £ upon the earth, not like an an-
rus, but 5 here and there music is heard

ar off, snatches being wafted to

o heine | shed again by intervening noises
so there ems to have been snatches of the
sic — the annunciation.”” How beautiful,
Tiristmas omes as the year closes, and that
v bein vith gracious revivings of faith,

>ublishes the glad tidings for all
yrld with cheer. It bids usnever

' Jurselves - of the world. In the usual un-

that pers les society a better day and state
Iy prophe:d —a tenderness not unlike the
" of Gods Isoverus. We remember wrong
R ceived sa

only to forgive or ask to be for-
:ptions and bitterness to which

s usalldi out. We yield our hand willingly
" -sal broth hood, and our thoughts fly out in
¥ 1the poo

he weak, the sinful, and the lowly
= pray, God pity them all. The

. the ¢li ring Christmas trees, the solemn

ministrations, the general and
1any echoes of the angelic strain,
1 promise. If the remembrance

== -an work ch anannual and blessed miracle,

of His in-dwelling spirit finally
.t all foot-sore and weary pilgrims
life seem dark and cheerless rest
1d listen —for, in the still night
sweet and clear above all the



n, ihki@ea. @au W
,..tﬂ'{éiigc VOl

._-_._‘

hear tl S_L

dows erj"' h all _d..

5.%5@1 . :'?l][!l n]a L};rﬂul !

1 souls not from @_”ku t ? iL‘Ahfu !mumwv

and clime to the Savior ! O., holy a 3

ever ng“lﬁl your r-'(‘: d [zﬁuthn!b Ol salvatio

shall find a: 'kalg}j;u fess the Christ, and Lgl_u_@- "ifl"}i_@fg}.@ world

shall take 1 1p and resound your song with —
* Glory to God in the I_E_s";it:@a
And on earth peace— good will to men."!

!]N@@ Ever- g‘é newing ﬁ@;\ Jer.

"That is the oldest of the old,
Yet newest of ﬁag., ?1:*‘,"..
In every %{953:1— I%g”-!eit of w!ﬁau.
In every age the true.”’

Many think that :"E('ifi} ion is declinin %ﬁcu_&g, because

1 {‘i . an a iﬂhlmkﬂkiﬁbu‘\:‘"“ @' @ﬂ




The Morning Will Dawn. 83

bad signs. No superficial or external view will inter-
pret the signs of the @m aright. I perceive amidst
_ disagreements, and controversies, and skepticisms the
elements of a sound and final truth. Christianity is a
thing of growth, and not a thing of immediate and ab-
solute creation. When flowers come up they have
sepals as well as petals. ‘The sepal isa t a;!;ar green

cover that God puts around the tender {i:kld. ones ;
and qamg@-pam@@mgﬁftﬁmﬁhﬁﬁmi_g/ﬁ@
flower c = up) with its green cover, say: ‘‘ Here
is the v -mﬁlgm of God displayed.” But as the spring
advances, an and the T‘ﬁ_ﬁr@ and the rain do their part,
the sepals begin to open, and men are anxious to keep
them, and do not know u,a:& todo. And as they be-
gin to take on t!lc-%i” ite form and to go down
they look with fear e:uxl @E@%ﬁm’b at the flower, and
say:~ “Oh, there is a terrible decay in this bush!
Here were there exquisite buds wrapped up in beauti-

ful coverings, and now the coverings are loosening and
Cj@?ﬁ?)%&_tﬁo" Eﬁiﬂi@ﬁﬂﬁé‘@;m mourn when
these sepals fall off? They have done ﬁmﬁutﬁn@ were
made for. ﬂjhgjﬁlﬁ‘(}c ’j’é@f_@ﬁf_ the flower in its im-
mature state, and now that they have performed the
office for which they were designed nature casts them
aside, as you throw away a p fg@@g@” brown paper which
comes around a bundle when you have got the bundle
home and taken out the contents. When they have
carried the bud through the winter and got it on its
And many there are in the church who go around
and pick up old leaves of ecclesiastical ordinances and -
6
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say that 1!@‘!&4108‘ 1S Q@?ﬁf’n‘f becatise men abandon
these things. There are many who are trying to re-
galvanize the forms and ceremonies of the church, and
lamenting that =@5_t¢0ﬂ is dying out, because these
things are losing their hold upon men. N@r .-c:i__;t'sii;'a"s
things are only the old wrappers dropping In
barbarous times, and in inchoate experience, um; were

vi}m }ﬂﬁ‘(anf \"; ]‘)EE{L%:[I‘)&I g»wg uﬁg« ugu{ \aheg L_nL‘ihr work .\,__‘

\vﬂmfo wl“h w@@m@ L.:Js' m.Ontsf, Chc mrﬂn
gracious by which they dropped off. ‘z’x‘é«fi@\@i_hl u‘T Ea:. ;’Tr ests
and people in creation can not pick up these old -;@m Is
and put them on again. T“r_:sf are no longer needed

?bjﬁ'ﬁi- ij}'u::‘::§k:y:-;v{;_f*'1@m?ﬁ'ﬂfsiﬁ) and how beautiful is that mie\r,@_r
How beautiful is a tree filled with such flowers! We

’Wlﬁ[ \H&"i&jﬂhn\ them 15551{__5! lL\, e ’?EuTl 1033'(:‘ 1‘1:%:«(@ comes a ram

_::a”lul a wrfu\nﬂltik \Wﬁh'lﬁ ,,J u(ﬂl a snow-storm o© (")1 T@‘N!&w covers
1}: (o) hﬁ"kgi:} ﬁn tree ]nl{_*b. 1 ost ka Hko\ﬂ:@‘x;:i}. f:;ig}?ﬁg’_‘;i:_gf

is :;:.a@.s,k\v.,. and hope is gone, and everybody exclaims :
‘“Why, the blossoms have fallen !’ O dull and e%inw
of heart, did you ever see a flower that held on till tk

ifl,l

Wk A

!ﬁunr..\_"u(o")‘l @)t t:{:":(_ {‘kn(af mr{__f.;? lﬁf_&& e can not ia‘f\_ D1 all_‘__
blossom, and fruit all at the same time. ‘There are suc-

b S el -. el N £AL -t LA

el §

cessive stages of growth, and there are certain devel
ments that belong to each.
‘Thus from -g:sa*;iio @g@ men l'n“ﬁv'x;' mw uma m-ﬁ. pI
sen '6':==..?539‘w_l they @&ﬂbi of Divin
"hrlal we are IHK:W[ 1 (o} U;H\'éf” as
,n@xe_n nnings with cos um@s;.k_@h;
5

cradle with an axe in his m_ﬂ '.3@ ::;fi@rs_ﬁ.m it u_a_u..u@ 3:31@.9,@_“_%,&:};:-%

when he had become full grown ; though he did sleep

0p-

oQ
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there, he stills reveres it. It was large enough for hin
then, and it answers the p ;‘L,.q)sn for an infant now, anc
we ought not to break it to pieces; neither ought we
to try to.get !E]'i) it. ‘The positive iﬁ'ﬁ:ifiii_@m of
Christianity decline in one form to spring into new rm,
and ¢ cum:w and better forms. Doubtless four-fold more
money is expended to-day upon temples of worship
than \'TILH-L_ have been J_E_E‘E;,y Q‘M the age of faith —
rather the age of acquiescence. Religion does not de-
cline, as a costly interest of humanity, with the progress
of doubt, freedom, intelligence, science, and economic
development. It is a permanent and eternal want of
man, %@if@fﬂr@;@ present, either as a vast overshadow-
ing superstition or as a more or less intelligent faith.
3* *mgm, if courage of mind, if inquiry and investi-
ation, if experience and learning and comprehensive
rasp, ;{]_gjg@g@ sound reason, and acquaintance with
human nature tended to abolish a living God from the
heart and faith of man, to disprove the essential truths
of Christianity, or to make life or the human soul less
sacred, aspiring, or religious, the world would be on its
ra; jEJ'_f_i road to atheism.

Does any o f}'fe';sﬁm-*ﬁ’r@' because there is a law of pro-
oress he mﬁé/&;h_ :f“rf‘i@}i"hri ease and let ua_@1ﬁ?iﬁ CELiaL
al_e_u,u_e;:@k ves, and xj_um laws are at work which will have
10 help or hindrance from man? If so, such imagina-
tions may be rudely broken before many years have
passed. The Providence which ‘“shapes our ends,
i@isgz—fb‘l hew ﬂi@'ﬁmﬁr@\ﬂ‘?‘" works through men and
women, and ds'b‘?(jg;ﬁhd’@fwi‘ﬁn@@s@vou one another. If

one does not influence, another will ; and he who is
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content | a{)]ki‘i_ n]"l; \ﬁ()'ju DP .'i"iii_jj!@ Er@s:l’é‘uUsk{» mr{o‘yﬁui
him flings away the finest opportunity God gives to
man. :&"@t a Uj_g_()ﬁb'im{__ijduk:}ih [ OI E}r jé "@r oL L}aﬁrnkii:fﬂ:a
truth arn t’ righteousness lnm yet been shown in the
world. ‘The love of God, the love of man have only
]‘@“@ﬂ u]l_(_t?_ loriou: q:‘;}ma"i-cigl Christ yet w vaits for his
true throne. We have a sacred f“)nh'*ﬂkgc@s{. a ‘°ihnmﬂ-2
opportunity. We only need to show ourselves warm,
earnest, united, attached to w o}mmm, fruitful in mw )
devoted to good works, zealous for God’s glory and
man’s u@u@ﬂh'lf@% sincere, humble, yet rational and
mﬁa@ u@ﬂg\}g ‘\J“ﬂ (ch'( Uabnk‘ln ‘]:{6\ wqiul an xnsuau‘(___n}:{_‘ V ,Icﬂ_}r} @

the ’i:c-@jk in this : Lh’LL E%_—j Lﬁhﬁti"i_sak;r age.

‘—‘f

Yindered Ioives.

Ll]ﬂk}}’! mn’ﬁ*:iyf b@"ﬂ! fﬂf;‘j\' n i:?ni‘,- flo ”&'L‘\ "}:\i L_EL-Q:I ature
1S {g:@lﬂzi_ﬁ_t}jg, @L}; for what may m"ﬂijal out of d@ OLS ;

indoors it is all astir. @@*‘L&‘J of amber and wine
colored jellys and jars of golden fruit are being pre-
pared for the winter store. The Chautauqua class has
inL‘_:hnL :@ﬁ&;}ab’lﬂ\_‘l The !L‘Lc)J!cfc\ come 1@1’@!‘ in the lo ’j}g
evenings; the s smw@m% begins ; the fathers and

[

fﬁig’:(éiiﬁs@ijf\q ?_‘{.agﬁu\fn L"in@ {c_,iabii ahn’dnl u@luga(a[ L.EE_h_r l‘qsu,k\\. ll“y: the

‘The chilly nights of October have come and set

d'ﬁ@ﬁ?ﬁul blaze. God has :s’[XaL\ this old earth so fair.

There are \:ﬂiLt h x:ij‘iuﬁ.aﬂj’jj On ocean an E@( mountain :

'\.
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such wonders of flower and tree and rock and sky ;
such broadening of views to be gained by contact with
other people ; such accumulations of thought and ﬁ@dh
ing in L_‘cmﬂm%@c@“ the world ; such in-
m@z@’r ing of the divine, ready to come into the heart
nﬁ»& will make room for them, sit quiet for awhile and

y listen. So I cannot but be glad when people
(" C\‘*‘d@'@' a taste for and get opportunity to discover
some @f these things. So @:@‘_ iam.‘c are those I can
look up to who have grown to the height of looking
over the great Tﬁjﬁﬂ} 13“’3]&'5‘_18 15‘\‘&1&'@3& a part of it,
desiring @T:@@ on the mighty movement that God is
leading up the ages.

There are so many hindered lives in the bonds of
cramped conditions that hold them down. Men ”ﬁe*@!
women beneath. whose toil-worn garments are folded
the bound and cramped wings of the uwgi be”’ that
will never expand in the uncongenial air of their
present conditions. It is unspeakably sorrowful for
me to note the souls that are struggling in the nets of
1;3”’@’5" own inherited weaknesses as well as the PO verty
of outward conditions. I recall one whom I have long
known ; ]kﬁ/@)ﬁ@’lﬁ\/@ %‘"@uisig‘t‘@ are ]nﬁ"[}o his feet are on

the hig] LM- y OI @i}._'gﬁmif]t‘:ﬂbh@@l. Ll!!C[J;LDrswd’m:

AL

comes LOutclb‘i‘Q@ﬁtm@ A thirst sweeps over him
that becomes his master, and leads him in paths of
darkness and shame. Others have inherited a ten-
dency to terrific outbursts of anger. Again there are
those under the power of unscrupulous ambition, of

bitter pride, of conscienceless lust ; souls so timid that
they cannot fly, and they become the easy prey of

»-1
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the fowler. Again, s whic 1
;;;*h_z@ or some other tie :mo hﬁw xg'l to other souls that
drag them down, or hold them back from ‘L‘?J'_’a:u@éfri.f‘ true
-Lsf@. 7. Sometimes' the bondage is only on

pend iﬁu@: like that of the sister and 10@“@5 of 'Eiﬁ_ze;_ijﬂé@
.amb on L~le35l'@ tire L Ll&(ﬂﬁ;;?{hl@ﬁl"'?@hutﬁ}.« care, ‘Thereis
the case of a note I@lqrf;r\'vm’m  of the church of England.

All his life was \noﬁﬁﬁﬁ'@g}ﬂ because ;g_‘k wife by his

.!l'l

=

"‘f

k.,i\aku was va OE | and 55 bﬁtq, rhl((_}{:_ﬁ Ljhs-i_} 1 @R;-iﬁ'hnku@fﬁtr
him, and 'is'ﬁ_a;r\'v:ﬁﬁ_lf g that any one else “é_ il {

Pacific coast, near igiuﬂcfhhn house, H(éﬁii on :
watched the incoming tide. I could but 15'_1 the waves
were ‘3{51_351]’!3;:\115; to me of L-‘L'{\r L_lgu(_l 1 ] {

‘ITJ_QL 7 raised L_Ll_-}']i" \T?fiuh{ig_ T"()znl\}.:{ as ff in
for some {“I("\}:IL Liﬂﬁaak""r‘ as SJ'QL @'ﬁn{\]{@jn{ﬂ[ Hox

=h]

i Tow

il L

:f{é“@u@‘a[ on ﬂ:nu up as if in e L__u‘('__b.\:* .F:;o)ghr{:l‘lb:(g,ala

uin(‘@&__l_a_! baffled and 14*‘1]!155:1!?? !L}l‘!" in 79\:““|1P\«"df3‘ failu

4

i?}s!a‘.;\v break into the wﬁa[_h‘il(_‘_@]jij |5’P‘thak:\;~.w‘j| 1§:ububﬁl=\n.\_ tears ;
\r.ﬁi_u_{f]_&;‘ ﬁﬁfutimﬂl - On Lf]ngjk‘{ E‘Ej'kq EIIDQ\'F seemn llﬂbﬁr an :u@cio “
oan (il !n?‘hbsa{hul @'n!@t:‘»?\no} ][ mE_E(c{&ul t‘ﬁax_[ !E}:ir{_\uL@_
till T fe elt that I was 'c’:lil[ﬁﬁnri ‘ha“l_‘l \““i{;ﬂﬁ&:hﬂ" LIuL ﬁ\’u@llsn shel,
striving, failing, but always e nlot:}\,onh- sea of

Ppa Fs:i:if@mL Jn‘l\’}'nﬁ?\f‘h gi“iﬁilk:h iﬂ@‘gﬁj\ﬁ‘{' |'i@“fhr;~.0 fp\)"(’] T cried

O ot
the m

UL out :
"«Q\'] sea Qn Iuhubaﬂ n !b‘ﬁﬁ& \jﬁn@\:{? d;r{éjﬁ\:ﬁ are -.:[Lﬂi\:\ never vet
was any .\_.ji_z;_rﬂv,;:_h_a% all in vain ! It is the ’Hwﬁ:“l'ztl!»:’ . of the
Infinite One that bears you on. Poor, bound sot ouls,
]'"‘fah.auyr‘lﬁ* :!sé_lgi [___ghghr{“ij ,,..l‘:(. \_@]__turzg,.) \Vq‘ﬂnUﬂ:{Y“ the hin-
drance be one ¢ ro"\’ (_\":i@“i}!_t Cﬂ”\oﬁﬁ_:lﬁﬁu IE\)I mental u'tﬁ'bm(o\ﬂ_
1ess f"hnl;o! ﬁﬂﬂn}ofﬁ’i.u@,\.ﬁ\] le u'ﬂsl‘\*ﬁj’qa :nalg}ru][ weakness, of
bondage to another life that keeps you down — all
these things some day shall end. If you are discour-
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aged d, k;fyfsi‘wﬁut_{ in vain | to grasp a f;gjgg deal ; Qu‘? like the
sobbing waves, r%ual_wiﬁ’ﬂcm&m’ C sweeps ;c-s Ib‘f@i@ at
what seemed the moment of achievement, if 3
for a companionship to match the aspirations o c%}' your
:Oiﬂll“ look up and listen. gﬁ."ﬁfiﬁ\'" is the : gr eat birth-
agony of wf“i"}@mﬂll powers. Sorrow is kj:‘i:v”i,ti e—the
crown of all crowns was one of thorns. There have
been many t@*ﬁi_\:’s» @:FL treat of the mystery, but only
one lﬂl&‘u}hdfﬁ us glory in tribulation and count it joy

'hLul we ;ﬂﬁl |ﬁs€50 %ﬁﬁf@ﬂn that F‘D we may 1‘51‘\ aSS0-
ciated with the ’}juL fellowship of suffering ¢ of which
the Incarnate One is the head.

“ God draws a cloud o'er each gleaming morn;
Would we ask why ?
It is because vl’ﬂi noblest |aaﬁ'§a{.~ﬁ are born
In agony.

‘“ Only upon some cross of pain or woe
God’s son may lie.
Each soul redeemed from sin and w”ﬁt must know
Its Calvar; ry.

‘¢ What though we fall a;ﬁ_ ﬂ.{;ﬁﬂ and wounded lie,
Our lips is dust
God’s arm shall lift us up O victory,
In him we trust.

“ For neither life nor death, nor things below
Nor things above,
Shall ever sever us that we shall g0
" From His great love.”
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‘t Arise, and seek taa}:;:?‘; height to gain,
From life’s dark lesson day 1’5‘/@@/.
Nor just rehearse its peace and pain—
A wearied actor in the play."

Receiving a letter a few days ago enclosing a notice
I\:)l uic(_ ﬂ&\jﬁ_}j F’Mﬂy' L)"i: tlu{_ 1 last Cﬁ‘ a 1”1;»@1 fLo\v al ILI:'@ m‘il
ancestors, my thoughts flew back to the simple faith
my childhood, the old-fashioned church; the te mk
aroma o oz fresh flowers held here and there by hands that
had gathered them on the way, or just before starting,
\H"ln(owig ?bu_@}u},{_‘ mh}hg |Eljé} \'Qﬂl_ji dsnﬂ:r ]nnﬂyoqm ;ﬁr*eij'ssl cali calm
and happy faces; and as I gaze lgsq: through the ope:
i"ftﬁ'ii’@b*i'.@ﬂ. tﬁf&@(ﬁ&‘i@hﬁ[ﬂ la"ti)ﬂ_gtc):ﬁ 1] j t R]nl“"quﬁaé:mﬂlw@s oL

land, all the beauty with the ‘-‘an}hninﬂffﬁ magneti

e

touched me subtilely through every sense until to J_a.e_i}',-
childish imagination I felt at times like a soul forever
risen, ‘The Friends are now decr “Lnﬁj:n \-'iﬂum} more than

any other @L\ul’)ubﬁl{ﬁi&*ﬁﬂ“ ha Ve {_t}"EJ ht ]a)g L_~L I exa

the QOL‘;BX!JLI and lk}mhnB ]i‘ﬁ@l’j’@: 1_1“‘! Y mnl_&n{j’:ﬁiuhﬁo\ d Iu.»,?fi‘m“
more u]l@:é\ any igidn(:\r tra; ’__E“ﬂ_tq.(gal the ]nb#@ :al@'l‘{ :au!ﬁ_g‘}a_’h_; 10 S‘n

\‘F;E‘; r]_ﬁ_tgit : :ﬂnlﬁn}mﬂ_, ?hel@| mﬁﬂzsﬂnm !__j:gr ufn(‘ ‘li"hhag.ﬁ(atg}anr\_)a God

cometh not by observation. Vet they are not broad

gsmunmr@m e in all human life, fumlr:nri_” therefore, in
unstable e equilibrium. ‘The dear faces o ox .mﬂ km,_g
are !s}_qﬁﬁu@_ﬁﬂ.ﬁ me @(cha!{“' H :r(:saaﬁhn ‘._'a‘h_

changes time has wrought ; and yet I ’?iﬁl‘ not say:

(¢ Give me back my youth,” that wilful, undisciplined




\O

'EEL{EEEE’Z f,' i&:’jj }/{lﬁ[h! k,ﬁiah’i{_(};) io‘l’j‘r’\ﬂ me— "EL does not
consist ?m bright cheeks and glowi _ﬂ”&g eyes, but in
obedience, humility, and reverence. I have been grow-
ing young for twenty years; more glory in the grass
1 splendor in the flowers every spring. It was the
":ﬁ_ ish things, not the @_ﬁ’ﬁ@’m that Paul put away
when he became a man. One of the strange things
aﬂtctm life is the general satisfaction which we feel at
getting through with any part of it ; that people rarely
enjoy any given ¢ c@, 0?; ar so much that they would
love to have it longer. ‘This is not pessimism, only an
instinct of 15‘@@@ :‘!n_@_ 1'1"@ new J_L‘.El‘.” be better ; and yet
the thought of change, ; if one stops to think of it, is
nﬂlﬂﬂ(sﬁ“ C_@j@:‘ﬁ_ﬂjo It means 1‘1uF‘IL‘ nothing lasts; it
mea ;;}"‘?Cj@_r men born ?E‘hg:) the world and ('h":h’ﬂl“ into
%;:i.a;e f_s:sm, ery again. Into the past year what treasures
1ave gone that will not be reco &@Z’E@Zi here! What
‘&D:i e,y what leaders of thought! We long and
Tii_ei;@r for words from their Qﬁlﬂ"fbﬂu-{ L_L@I_g’“ﬁi‘cm We
listen for the once familiar voice on the streets and
in the .no-r@:%@r’ our own city, who have gone to the
summer land, some in the glad springtime of sunshine
and ﬁ@r zO"“"n or in the deep fullness of summer, others
as -ti_%:e- w lay deep upon the ground and the icy air
was frozen rn_@) c{hl_m How many an assembly is of
_a zo‘in@swﬁ@- ed away ; how vacant while occupied is
the space. Where they are is beauty, music, loyalty,
and love. Do we survive @_E"\, or they us and death?
The question is answered not in the knowledge of our
sense, but in the inspiration of our own song. C?uﬁsuh’”e]

|"""\

.._\,-_._.h

in this hard, threatening sense, has been the great law
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of the world. Har W}Ey ha j the Q.rmdﬂ solidified into
\;‘j@u}v before it is shaken and ‘:}Dimil with @gﬂ*@mp g
force, or the sea laid its bed of soft oozes before some
gi‘gﬂaml power lifts the work of ages into sunlight, or

hardly has the continent been i_%cﬁ“ﬁ;:f_ ed when the sea
unc bnu“l:bu(_ﬁw T,ﬁlals’j_r{u towns FleUJ. or 5:
hores and islands where, before, ships had sailed.

S|

The same sad voice comes to you 23 you wander over
the old world, the fi1 ila‘iwk}w man. .Jwﬁrv\“1'51'0&}-_1'&3*

show you ruins. ii*:. surface of little Palestine or the
Eup 'h, rates valley 5 dotted with them ; where a few

iﬁi@ﬂ?ﬂule@”ﬂ ts eke out a dreary subsistence millions
' people, they tell us, once lived in plenty. They

I'E:ai
.

]

(;;iﬂ[.‘;ég for treasures and relics of the ancient people in
Rome, and they find city beneath city m@%@ n down

one after the other IL\ wa H,h time, or by earthquakes.
4l

‘hus race after ‘rugg has wandered over the earth and
[n‘}Ebﬁl‘g -‘.x:x ln}“hn@ii Eses,yﬁva @g_kq} }nuilau f and out ¢ _';f i_ii_%_’;é

ELo)'éy lzﬂjozt comes t {‘@ us in our Nnew Ccor j‘:j:‘g@i:‘_'i_. and cities
uiuuﬁ: \Nf‘:nuhﬁa&" (‘—Cf[j:, k‘)_[ %‘C‘ \\j:&‘h"”’: T C) E-j_"’hf\";ry R 1AL | "'If'al'-ﬂ

-

cha inge, It \mﬁhl overturn unti il there is a sta \ble m?ﬁﬁ!i-i
}t_-}_n‘llg‘_u}nl! ;ﬁ{ml}"ﬂl liial_ t'{%g?é t s [é}':‘llll-l_ 'Tr@iﬂ'ﬁ'_l‘-_,rm -j 1e law \H,T’_‘l 'h

condemns all things to chang ge, more @@qzﬁhﬁ read,

means t L}“k Qﬂﬂ{fh_&t of f E_Q lower n(o‘imsl or system, or 1[:5?\5-
N 3

ne doubts that the destruction of

to the lr-ulp nl‘ir, INO 01
[ 8 mammoth creatures led the way to
I.ﬂ.w’iuﬂt t an}\ of animals, which in a thousand ways are

= =

a_n_s_g_}\qﬁs to ssﬂmabl\r‘i_t,dr to man. !:ﬁﬁtﬂlb 1‘5:\ {B]E’O true ‘7
study of man, One wondersat a first g
why ages of barbarians should have b :;;;s_a;u e msmq&a‘ to

i

mr“hm-ﬁ‘ﬂL on t ulginhg,\ 1 HjultO']L\j_l;E(.ul m\nﬂLE ation =£ht i \ :L ns

rlance of 1
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and Rome, but the contempt the educated had for the
vulgar, their habits of @g:f_nmup@_m, their disregard
for the fgﬂ‘u@ of subject or nation, their huge system
of ‘i@\,@y@iijﬁkﬁ_@% The nation which will not abs §
lutely serve justice and mercy noart, 10 organization ca:
g@@t This great law of change is everywhere execut-
ing itself, working out its inscrutable results. The
' 'e”:ﬁsfe@, forest must give way to something better ; the
large, mammoth an uawms.-nmﬁ, go to the wall ; the same
lesson from the less perfect to the more perfect is evi-
mi:m in the birth, growth, and death of religious sects ;
in and again the system raised on t the basis of priest-
raft, @al_@*iv@ ceremonial, orforce, hashad to be sup-
'ie“i *s._u@;, by something higher ; so, in our individual
lives, the divine law of change does mot leave any life
i_t *zr; :1 the ruts without, giving it trouble. It follows
' LE e wake of success; it comes in bereavements and
rjj()ﬁ”hgg_@jy ts. ““I had been ruined,”’ said ‘The-
ocles, ‘““had I not been ruin Sl N O11T: ii‘f"\;"k’ﬁar&ﬁ%:j
ts root in our 'EE”_I_!E}J'BW@)ET“xn) and ’_a}::};&‘“"k is ﬁﬂ‘@ i;ﬁi‘;@n‘k
What seems harsh dissonance when ILC’;n_f il‘};,
148 Wﬁ.w-g and music for ear and heart when
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L’é,tr-f ’ss:l in connection with the whole ; all earthly wail is

a necessary ”L..m "rx ﬁilrﬂ{t f_‘iw’l ’%Tii‘{‘j’“[fnv}ﬁnl W icb“ast f--dﬁ'
creatures and all \@am unite, and whose complex

!

:l

1
1armonies have but one theme, which the spirit inter-
prets— God is love. There aresure ‘?f{'i@a@f His pres-
is_ e declaring that iﬁi’a:?(, is a purpose in the existence
of man, n.hay, Ua'rﬂyr there is—
“One God, one law, one element,
[s‘sl(ﬂ one far-off divine event
‘To which the whole creation moves."

=

}
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S ("mpag dLeu th)
?f%‘; trutr

God never "\%1&5&‘1 m @is;%_a%'
But something else i

¢ 1 did not know uh@»‘h rlier years
‘This law of love and kindness ;
But without hope, ﬂiﬁﬁ_{ju bitter tears,
I mourned in sorrow's blindness.

 And, ever following each regret
For some departed treasure,
i;, sad, 'U‘imr g heart was met

‘With unexpected pleasure.

e8]l !astéﬂ !EPQ?L' }'1’33 ened so—
But time this truth has 1&@;-&& me;
No least thing from my life can go,
But something else is brought me.

‘It is the law, complete, sublime,
And now, with fa aith 1hhﬂci_;U'q.ﬂ
In patience [ but bide my time,
When any joy is taken.

“ No matter if the crushing blow
May for the moment down me;
:‘:-'Sﬁn_l L;L@}ﬂ of !i. ."'ﬁ_‘&-“\‘\ ]L{\@ 1[ !::"-T}‘a’
With some new gifts to crown me.""
“ — Ella Wheeler Wilcox.




he Tnvisible.

‘A dream of man and woman
Diviner but still human,
Solving the riddle old,
Shaping the age of gold.”
— Whittier.
The invisible, the eternal principles and laws of the
mind, are more real and eternal than anything o which
can be seen or felt. It is given to man to see some
things without eyes better than he can with them. It
is given to him to look u_irv;@iﬂ@ the very 1 m@ss@@ his
faculties, and taking hold of things which fﬁ'mctmw
invisible and %'ﬁ@q@“ﬁjb to bring them before his mind
with such reality, influence, and p power that they shall
seem to be the present, even more than the present
itself. All may not have uﬁii:i ;:@ ver alike, but \"%m
we have once become acquainted with physical things
by aarsmr our senses upon La“@._u until they have pro-
duced an %n-jxj{"oﬁ of their existence and {ga@ﬂr
nature upon our - minds, we then cease to use our senses
upon them, and we ‘e think of them more @@E‘ ulf"‘al
before. 3'7 {ﬁ‘\ﬂ""sar? @)p 139@?1 {;ﬁm‘{j\ ee them
in all their relations. We have the '@,@\w@ @: taking
the ui"v‘%f'ga we see, and by a subtle power of the
imagination bringing before @*Tm:im things \”CJ‘"F’\'
never seen, @z_}li never “ﬁﬁﬁl see ; Ljﬂh 10 %Eaﬁ itiubhﬂv\..
unknown 'Ys’tﬂﬁ’ﬁf)b’ﬁ tﬂ_‘_ﬁ‘iﬁag% 1'6”Q'.-,L_s_«
If we think of what we know of different nations

wn
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and races, in fact our knowledge on all subjects, we
will find that a large majority of the things we know

never passed before our senses at all. A great power
is given to man, to live in the present by the power
derived from looking out of it into the future. We
tﬂlli(; |tiu“hfu_£ﬂh\ 'll'ﬁjnl(_Edﬁ[: {IJL‘C}_EQ‘ us {_kn\u ':)Q&\ji@tfﬁa{:ihf‘f“-
:ﬁﬂlo the @(@_ﬂhﬁn}j L}ll@% so that ]u}y the @_L}:‘*ﬁ‘, foreseen
ve in the future more than we do in uLL.L present
s-wﬁ It is a sad fact that as a people we live too
‘isuLC!;'Ltﬁs! ’}j}k out \",{!:mi) ;hil LI'LL‘ iiTﬁ_T&nE‘ﬂl as a nation o

people we are to 0 prac ctical. Some \"mll say rui is a real
material world, and we meed practical workers; the
wWor hal \Vgﬁl 1 not ])r{g“- "TESS O move ony "ﬂu’al \'11@::{[}:{1‘ t them.
J_i _IEJ_E_Y\'__';,"," {1" 12\:\ a Wwo 1‘1 qha_(’”\w{)d;a(_ nr@i Itl__{_jt :t'lltr t].)f)r ﬂlt‘n(w : (
we find rest, and yet when we work we do not think
@_ﬁ]@\ﬁgﬁﬁl (‘]E 'ifﬁLaE‘hu}w LE[,’"\ L“ia!L_ \bﬁihnhnak‘,lil ]r‘]bbn‘\o h:z,s.‘iak ng}_ mate-
rial. Let the practical man who does not work for the
invisible (or at least think so) look upon the railroad,
-Zi‘rs"r.'réllat wﬂ_gl[ll ee aa(_‘)s!uhw g Iﬂ\_lu ula!v wﬂf@auﬁnu\_‘ ulé{j l\_crﬂnf‘!::\“.
the u:_r““l\v?@?lh‘m:\ to L!ul’)hr (aL\‘}nuuylu@u 1[?_}3 1S a tru Ll) lu‘Ln
only a visible one. The engineer comes @a_u_ d sees in it
another class of truths. It suggests to his mind the
:m; a @)L l.}‘)r{n}j\zﬂ L"‘ﬁlai narrow pﬂ;ﬁ!,!.;‘g_} -"hal_al SO on; @;‘_;\ai_&j_h_@;
:zqu[{t!alh that \'ﬂnhl_c‘ial 1S ﬂic‘fﬁ)?{&@_(ﬁb‘jb Ic\yr 115(\ und t_)r\:’[l '
Then let the man come w ,dio=11nf£§hsﬁa~ldak§lﬁit{ﬁ@ﬂv‘itﬁ kq
v-raii'ﬁ'él that eye of his ‘‘ gl hu@ﬁap b

(=}

el
n-l
ic.'-\

)

Lv(,‘ful_iuk to l_n_L-?\\‘@uL (.hu[gl T

1V (j ;{‘g’_{é{h(ila&%é’{ of :;ig

118 U‘Et@ uar’ﬁﬁhut;aﬁ"l LQ f ﬁﬁ‘aﬁui J over

atter ; [13 nni-

'n_l_lk ation of time and space. He sees in the r Wsd!; ‘oads

stretched throughout the country the approaching
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imes of peace and human union; “‘and so he bursts
ut into his high, prophetic song of the time”* —
““ When the war drum throbs no more,

And the battle-flags are furled,

The federation of the world."
All this is truth, neither seen nor u@@*i&l; but
truth to the imagination ; just as real in its way as
others are in theirs.
What a halo of glory it would shed am@rd the poor

Y e

man’s life when at his toil if by ﬁg-}z@iﬂ ins; i’@fﬁl

igl.

S~
{e)

he could be taught the hidden meaning of common
things thus transfiguring life. If 1Lu:--fa nothing but

u—

=

@mm@m reality that is around him, if his wauﬁm’* is

__M,E_m'h.{)l@'@”i by the invisible truths of things, if

g_w- not learn from his own nature, 2 and from the
master thinkers of the past, how in his work, in his

humble home, in his @:@“@ﬁg) there is a c@p @f:?:_éﬁw-
ance concealed connecting him, where he once has felt
with the highest truths of the invisible world, his

.-'r‘ (.,\

l-;gi is fub‘j{ﬁjiﬁm‘:s‘iﬂ_uajo Tet him but reach out from the
material to the invisible, then the universe is his store-
I_’u_q@j»:*’ln and its great ﬁfﬂh will swing back to the
3 ambp!. Q’Eﬁ I"‘@“L O“@g D VS n@r' g_@_ﬁﬁnhkm()al ;da@r"‘ 31\?’1; S

fi@:'if“-" of m\”ﬂ“ in sight of the invisible, oh, friends, is

)

not a qm@bl_m sﬂ:ﬁ brought on by f@wt@c religion

|
{
!

_k_c as we shall see. The conditions of existence
]_Fk_‘iﬁ L _ﬁ:b 1r C —jLn;s" U:"‘ﬂla’) ‘EL.C lh’h;@Hbﬁ C’n ?}ig_fa.._l Hn‘!\.'

p recede the ‘ﬁjﬁwﬁu’i}’“L
an comes into this \-,,@ah unfledged, and he has to

.-aah

{r}j@_i"' his way up ;dnur@'_g . the exterior shell of n,oi:_s_‘vle--

‘(
)

..‘ 0]
|
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rance before he can peep or fly. All periods of develop-
ment are relative to later ones. ‘This is true not only
of the body, but of the mind. The child when it
comes into the world is a mere animal, and for a time
lives merely in the present. If the child at an early
period exhibits signs of dawning intelligence and pro-
jects itself beyond the present, the parents recognize
that fact as a natural consequence of its normal devel-
opment. ‘This intelligence comes on more and more
as the age of the child advances, and it longs to be a
big boy, then a man, and we smile at this, but it is the
infolding of that which ends in the spiritual or immor-
tal ; although from childhood to manhood much of the
animal remains, so that he has to pay a great deal of
attention to his physical nature, yet his mind’s power

(!

does man and mind-power point toward the future, but
the "globe seems to have been prepared for such a
work. Day and night and the four seasons necessitate
the looking towards the future. Spring is the prophet
of summer, summer of autumn, and autumn of winter ;
thus reason compels us to take care of the present,
with a wise forelooking to the future ; to shape things
seen with reference to things not seen. The same
thing is true in reference to the vegetable kingdom.
We plant the seed and wait for it to develop. First
the seed sprouts, then the stem rises above the ground,
then the leaves come forth, then the blossoms unfold
themselves, and the fruit appears. As in the plant

each stage of development is the prophet of some

later 'stage of development, so in human life each
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event is the @@m@: of some future event. If this life
of the invisible is so wise and civilizing in regard to
external things and economic faculties, how much more
noble and :j@&-@-ﬂg éir;s it for that part of our mind

which lives for our moral feelings and for our spiritual
existence ?

We are living very much in our 1 life. pm
cal good, or secular good, or social g@@ﬁ_; is what we
mtogdy think of. But there is a d Cb; coming, though
it is far off yet, when the great ends of individual and
society life are to be ends that include primarily the
moral and @%@Eﬁ element. There is a time coming
when the world shall be @uﬁﬁﬁ_@: by men that are
pure, that are geniuses in all that is noble and good,
and that live to benefit each other and to inspire others
to greater spiritual growth. Men doubt whether the
world will ever come to that state. Because the world
is so low, lﬂ@&@t@y(«i@ not reach out more for the
spiritual, it is thought to be enthusias ..maa':s@cm that
a day will come w q]‘._@g not only the mass s of men, but
ft’(jauti"ﬂ'rﬁ'ﬁ_‘j &@’9’_? @@j”ﬁ""ﬁb”hﬁn @.:d ﬂ@g&[ﬁﬂ tt(@fﬁ Wﬁu(}il,,
will be made up of men who are higher than the best
men we call saints now. How 1@1’8 it will be we can
not tell. Tt will b Exg@m%_ig@ great d. deal to how much of
the spiritual as individuals we bring into our lives, and
how faithful and true we are to ourselves and others.
But progress is the great law of God in in the world.

ﬂfi u@&t pia:-::jﬁ T.Fm @,,tamﬁm t*mal hﬁﬁ; @c (_\'Oi\‘f@_

:@“’fg @L__:iﬁr @&M\@_@ﬁjbfﬁ{u [1_ r@wﬂ Lguhﬂsgwm
‘“’0{ ﬁf@"»ﬁ to prepare it to sustain animal life. It
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went tarough nve great g(a@ﬁ&. oical 10@'1(0!.0?& pelore

reaching the period of man. ‘The world has from the
lowest condition steadily moved on under the direction
of Him who counts multitudes of ages as but a day,

and has steadily risen in its types and forms of devel-
opment. And since the historic period man has gone

on stea wﬁ[}";’ developing and rising, and at no former

'iakes*oal has civilization reached so i_u_u_mh.;l point as at the
[mri}‘@m or *qnfr{:“ill itself over so wide a circuit.

\:\’;.‘;f“‘ inlﬂ\n@ a m{ﬂlhi OJ‘IL_J., mn 1L\019_b1& i!‘.@@: on 'HE@ 'ES‘ St
,bulgl whu{cbﬁu{ :ﬂn‘hj:w WuE‘Jb}Z‘é 5 to k:t‘ly ALY _.a\.;.o. sﬁ_ ijj:i 1]15_{__1!}

ur”)nl. uTn ]Iﬂ\g_l ______;..m SO 1E'r \ﬂmihl ﬂu unto 1_:‘]"15 Quk&[
1{%@& tf"ﬁ a lh\" QLOLt n]thn'chiu@m not \®uﬂ[”"* ]W"@Kﬁﬁﬁ”'quln‘\m_ but
moral @Gn_ﬂhnnq' that there is to be this ln_{'lnl“lr @L\Y(jbh--

______ - ‘. = p——

.m}]g—, ul_sjh_g\;, "-Li]n"}ﬁuauﬁ? ffi&_.__ﬁ‘ﬂk(lj_lt mong men. As men
rise, however, out of the material Jn@ the spiritual

L_HLS' ioL\_,\_E}oﬂn{_ Susc E{ﬁ._)_s l‘iL to lﬁnhLFhﬂg@q and secure con-
ditions which make further Hu*ulw easier and full
E_gﬁ_:k@::rmia more probable ; so that the doubt should be as
}Q; jm’h;;_.h if at all, of uu;:. progre ss of dev Cib

iﬁhﬁ@if@ among men. ]l;z Unl/[] has become a utlcii” then

s
Oh
'-_—?
r’p

there is far less improbability of further growth
than there was of the first step of SOV wth ; for
every k;}baK‘?iL bﬁi,\-}]“) u'}l:, qu!LLS"‘LIld}Hl Iaﬁ?e{}u P
__nfiL{gxr L_L‘\v@k’_‘]“}n@&ﬂ ![(_ :L‘\. ch‘ii ng uie:f_ _';"
is difficult iL‘Le]:!LI u@}r men and nations. ]‘git‘:'

muthmu of ‘‘line upon line, and precej

(_@QE‘]E“ A t*\d‘v men (g{_ﬁQ_r @)t ]ﬁn@b: ]L;[H}
{g@@i,:@&"‘ﬁififgu__qu\,ﬁ;{ﬂj The mus:\ai@};(xjma\n:.mh prea wches not

much a faith in God’s salvation as a f :h;m in zju_gp;a;;:;:;;g,@
!EI‘T}E‘&I):"\ \ﬂni}\"ﬂﬁnj" men n[:\!, to IL]‘;‘ b hjg_!,g[gj_-n‘l_i i‘hj’! iiﬁ_ki;_ own
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light and govern themselves by their own ]'1)\"{;31 is
c mma'ﬂf;; a desolate one, bereft-of the greatest joy and
comfort. Oh, if there be one e kind of life most sad and
éﬂ,‘gn pest rb"’( L@ m_L Cf 'iﬁié I‘_L ﬁ'ﬂ ir]n\_, (:_,_qT @fjkﬁ[ im-
pote: n{‘“‘r Q"'C W@igmﬁiﬂgy “_, u@ W {ﬁ'{ of Iﬂh_}- '?"'"3"5‘1
< Emf” D”T};_@i}d ][lt ‘JE) a D(L_]L:L_L.) ﬁ’ﬁ'h"l\' ’C‘}:j_j 19\5@3
vml natures of every kind, whether vegetable, _;a_ss_'_ )
iﬁ!ﬁ@ﬁ“@ﬂh or Q’){;ﬁgﬁmllj uﬁfﬁ(r @ ey l‘"&,\Cﬂj q_;»\_.glﬁ jﬂf_, fb

herent ability to do W*g: ing whatever without the
%d?) of other influences. -

P; ﬂcgrr@cxjcm ﬁﬁf_‘s has 1“@@ in the past ages two lead-
ings in diametrical opposition to each other. One, the
religious, half despised the living organization and the
whole of material ’i@&ﬁ@ ; the CUL@'"* the 'WMU"”
headed by science, has Q@;ﬁ@ﬂ @:}@ffﬁw ng but ¢ czrf:muf-'
'_’P"ﬁp“:h'ilr, (Great unreason has been exhibited by both

Rach Lﬁf*i ]D cen @lﬂm@l L_g:(}”\ "‘”‘RL truth of ]mu:uui’f__m_

,? the one upon the mﬁacrlﬂ the other upon the
;;j';q:hn!a {ﬂ @1’] jﬁg &5}% [ more @f@buk 'iﬁn?h'l L‘i"‘ﬁ‘ﬁt summer

O

1

it

and winter, day and night, will continue to follow each
other (ﬂ*ﬁfgl that uln(jj’: two 'ﬁ_ny__@g @K} C@‘mﬁu@d to be-

come @n(_"j 1 "ﬁ}‘c&pﬂ" common ’;tﬁ”lfﬁi:*h F‘En{ni L_jll ﬂ"maﬂ
down the walls between whatever is left to them as
conclusions sfter this coalescence. Spirituality does
not go to science for dignity or authority, but for
needed service, which the ages they have spen ui'i
grouping conflict with each other have made it
necessary for the one to give as the other to receive
Organization, the primitive language of deity in the
wﬂﬁi of life, will be no more studied as an end, but as
a means employed by the Creator for the development
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of i’ul&w%uoc purposes than can be expressed
matter 3 :h;kl \Wu@”l Lﬂfﬁ*l 1#‘1“'25.‘. T\JE\R’\E_@‘ the me
scientist and spiritualist will be as one, for science wi
then no longer despise the future, which spirituality
has claimed as alone worthy, and c})unrmsd ty will no
longer despise the “fsr@-w_n which science has declared
to ?D‘C‘ ﬁLl_ fﬁﬁl chll ’ﬂ;i D man.

There are numerous indications that this refres

@‘E@? fi&s ‘i“j:‘w:jb”ﬁf-}« Cﬂ b\FCi\*;tﬁ‘iadLI:imuLﬁuH ms uiﬁé@nk i h
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ar ef mahi(j_'_ r"l:sahvﬂu\* ")l !ﬂL \v(wﬂ"h'?t‘x &Iﬂ {i]n{_\, L“.‘k_n_[u{iﬂ 1&: ghul\u
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physical and *ﬁm@r-ﬁmﬁw ; and the ideas resulting
from this study will secure to humanity self-resp hect,
self-reverence, and intelligent reverence of the God
who made it ‘u‘&)ndﬂy of these sentiments.

L}‘J[Qul\w vu\ﬁl"ib l:{:}iﬂk} l"E‘t\v g@)’r years h&“(l unmi ﬂ,ﬁiL
J@snuhﬁas4ﬁ for ;».(cl‘u"bgh itance with the hidden Je‘(‘b.:aﬂL)
and latent '?ML@Z‘. of aj:;q*;:o@_ﬁ ent which bo _E'lz the
spiritual and physical now enfold ; and by the earnest
work of great souls the richest inheritance has been
bequeathed to us. ‘Those to whose lot it falls to point
out methods which, if they are true, are God’s own
plans for the improvement of individuals, @Csmumuw.w
faﬁa nations, no matter how small the \a.»@ﬁ_r.l_ih,
w atef ful um it k(‘O@l lam mzeifsa;ﬂ%ﬁﬁag@ them such a f re

s

iﬁ[{&'m ]"I:' near ;ﬁi.ﬂﬁsl Lrig}]uhk{ @1: eator.




he Marvel of Dife

e —

#] gaze in awe at the blazing dome where the d‘i@vﬁw@fi time have
birth,

And the nightly Passion Play unfolds o'er the u unresponsive earth ;

And yet I feel the sentient thrill of life throughthe vastnesswhirled,

The onward, sure, resistless force of the ever-circling world.

“The hidden pulse of humanity is palpitant, strong, and deep,
Though night and death, with their semblant charms, the 9"?_
1ull in sleep;
And [ mark the space from star to star by the breadth of a finite spa
[ measure the grasp of the Infinite by the touch divine in man.

“ An r_ know that the spirit’s mysteries are solved in eachhuman soul,
nd the beauty of perfectness must b be its crown at the final goal,
aa it:m as &lemr«@’t@_@ heavens above bend over an earthlysod,
And the immanent heart of the universe is one with the soul of
God.'" ke ; EUFB&!Z@*(&IQG Nason.

There is a tumult of marvel and interest that surges
about us in great waves, among which we can hardly
lv.;keiu'k Q.%'Es? T‘“ﬁ"iﬁﬁ ‘ﬁi‘o if(:t-j “)'“@}gg:sqg) rr‘@ga&@l ﬁrw,j{_,,m
m@aﬁﬁ:« at ui‘@ @@i@ﬁv’l lt'u.: (“mr‘“ﬁrr. on’ of u*hr\
oldest nations of the world, “ES'E.:»’&CH}uf“""‘ﬁgﬁﬂ-wwngywhﬁ;“?
to the new.” She is now yielding to us memorials of
her faith and life, which have been embalmed for ages.
1?3eL;"L’*‘EahLK€'§»& Lj"Eﬁ: Gi’ﬁ'ﬁ er lﬁ_‘}_@; in the ‘E‘;}'I{J"k:qr!uﬂﬂ L\f‘('&&ﬁ’
stone is full of, every wall and niche made el
with. ‘The mummies of the Rameses ha
covered and brought to the light of day.

!nl@“ J ﬁi@w@@m that the Pharaoh who would not let

the fa*ﬁk;@"\ of Israel go, who walked the streets of

G
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Thebes tdv“u‘ia;\. thousand years ago, when the Mem-
! 1 all its @Urs/n before time had begun the
'n;®+x@ﬁ¥ﬁir’g‘i/ of those palaces and temples of which the
ruins are so tremendous, should have been brou ght up
from his narrow bed to stand undecayed in our pres-

ence, ]n“@.nﬂsl" testimao nony to IIIQL‘: Lnj}@_r;_ﬁi:@h@{.\: ' .j’e(\
Al

brew history. ‘The E Egyp muzmsalmams:amn S a '}«,
th (j_n_ ;(jjbm@cn on LBQL \r,fi![ll‘:; L!"L way mn. \"]uul:i’\l the
stones of the pyramids were dragged in that day, 33.;@'
the engines had appeared. Five hundred men ar :u_n
mbk“tmb_j at the rope and rollers S but to secure the pul

(D
23
}

m

i

u(o}o-’qjuw:r Hr]b‘(ﬁdul ; alone could move the ihjit@i th

WJH\&E f“l;uul:in}.,; Onk:\nal a music Oﬂnl ]a‘j_"q‘ly"ffu&“ on an instru-
f_'v'.ij;é_'ijltz;-_. and the stones are th
places in the pyramids. We fﬁmﬁi upon our national
\T!ml{pl race e w’ﬁ‘&m:"s“ ]L]jln ni"huka‘ {]afru El earnest students who
."d__[l?_fhj]i\'i mh{}o’) @u{b‘iﬁ!ﬁﬂnl '@‘i:i:i“‘ Q _j_' U_l_a_\g ';"‘ "irﬂ 'juh'f'@jf' ]L\i\i
(h:ﬁhl;.:r‘l’tdnknu[ to us from our Ayrian forefathers, the rich
ij; untain of if:ﬂuh{?, HL 15».3 :(lruhunl l_-f)"_c_ﬁb}:j“ L_‘:T -i.‘iﬁL'!"xu.n meﬂ;

1S u.a.uf“l\t 0 | ILWf :ﬂ}a[\:}le L&&o in!a!u}ur

nct

th k\o{Lﬁ(Jniuulhﬂi‘) ;_@Q]n;@}(j@und land of the Eastern star, g:_a_{:).;‘;.
we have derived our system of mathematics, F
su:uha‘.;l\_n (:hl}[ﬂi anﬂdgsmlu (o\)x inj‘ﬁkl"ﬂﬁiu[ ' ]hnl @Twﬂ%’.ui |r\f=|Lht*riu~1
:2! her ”j;"‘, n@lﬁr }fu_@ﬁ' a sﬁs! i)‘@r \r{‘aryf @-L} 1th 1oole

\Hhtgkir?t}r’ael A (& \"(“‘uiﬁ[}:{énn@acg»}uﬁ_t\o}n ns\ i'"”nJ\“ S| tjrgj:'f‘-z
o EL\, these @Hdl:(ﬂukw of my ?kn\v'{j] UinO:L conque sts and
unio}ainhk_ ‘iuj-ﬂ:(_h_ my un@ﬂu ﬂ&lhﬂf \H(‘oﬁu”lmthhnﬁns-r mm]w.umih \rw_hj__i

the muu“mw[ uni _imeL give them all to my mgna\mlieiu@,
cessor, the young -':hu{a] \ﬁjﬂ.\";rﬁo‘i@:\ W ‘est. So qu(.qr when
(aﬁd‘~&ukh~% impenetrable settles down upon me, and my
tc’{u}an 1rk1*{u”i|iu€k‘.\ i_hm{!D 1!1}:\ (o‘m§°=:bn{_1ﬂ Uk:,;'u@uhh my @aﬁ{i‘ 1o

=1

will know I\*f these tokens that I too have had -!whmw&ﬁ
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bt Frs*? m r%‘:n w@:sun@aﬁg@@:wn ':“_n"_ ia: ‘uii’:_fé:
divine 7:‘3 %i@ﬁi@ | in the human, and men were as
@“w Ts it not marvelous that through the g’i@
of countless ages this Tf@,ﬁ@-‘i has ﬂwﬁﬁﬁ*& its vital
spark to the present day, and there is not a ! baof@ ¥
Uﬂhfﬁui but feels t! Lﬁsfﬂm’i& thrill of L'@E‘i‘_.(j?g.ﬂ_hﬂl_ to the
innermost c j’ir\@i""!‘w?@ heart? When European fsr*-!uua,ﬂ[c.
mr‘{i !}!LW to interest themselves in the translation of
e sacred ]jﬁ'{ﬁ of the Fast, it was as with no idea that
i- 1ey contained any deep system of tdu®’£@ﬂu which,
when O")mf;*c‘—ilhj interpreted, would go far to explain
many Q: ;ﬂ’:@ 'lhﬂ&{,q__:uf& @t lflxr 5 @F Lt}"ﬂu m tdnLH)hr @u@(jnlL
pages would | cnf‘ found some o d the profoundest cosmo-
i}@y-z,{m.ii truths, but rather in the jﬁmﬁ'{g of ,jpahb_au -ical
and jﬁiﬁm’éﬂl science. ’lfv"@i? value, says one, to the
educated European world was supposed to b be in their
great ant: “curts;,,md not in L._:C thoughts and ideas con-
tained in them, which were never thought t worth se-
rious st sr v m.rﬁ‘aaaw;f_ﬁms:g‘ﬂ;‘i‘fﬁ@ﬁ@*j‘@a
‘The ?'@ did not occur to them that @u(}br bo oks
'_E:i_:'__:.’.'fi_‘aj'-i 1_’{" e a luu(&rtﬁt 1”T\"t;_a_ﬁ:ﬁ'}f" Ay ﬁshl’j_ai )L‘(f'ﬁ. o}’i@iui, \"ri?ﬁ“ﬁ‘ De u_'
up in a *93'1_1553@'*'@1\' "’eza‘fuaﬁ‘@:tuk to @nCﬁr\wh’wm e
made a (’:UE('S of m‘7juc jnﬁt&ﬁ:ﬁ@ﬁ" ]}[‘\:{jo‘jul AN %Jﬂci.\
1Dy, 1Bk, scopalian, says that the tremendous astro-
non :I'c;: l \»751, ab’"i @l._qmﬁg*l in the ¢ Great Pyramid of
Gizeh ”’ first impressed him uhE"L the ancient story of
the stars must have come from a ‘¢ divine and ]sarcpma_”s
sotirce,”’ which conviction led to ex extensive research anc
@Eﬂllﬁuﬁuf:ﬁgg’ﬁ in l"‘f@ giaﬁi@j@*’iyﬁ'laﬁ and 1 \E_Lj:)ﬁnb:{"" book, ‘¢ The

_.—-.\.i 2R

Gospels of the Stars.”” Astronomy b he regards as the

(ﬁu[ r._..

(D
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- Will Dazon.

‘“soul of ancient religion.”” Although the corruption
of ages has befooled a noble science, what uthr\'f‘i[{g’_ﬁ_{_g
hidden m;ﬁ;lu_ag_.; may not a common almanac contas ;-;
‘We are told in an article, ‘“ A New Cycle of Progress,’
that the ».-ﬁwm“ou_% of Christ’s mission made constant
reference to the “ Zodiacal sign Pisces,’’ which is ;mv‘
torially and a mi:wwuﬁf@f@@ﬂa%h ‘twofishes ; an
iﬁu[‘l*t the {ﬁ&,{:} men of the IB’-?L:L knew t Ljeﬂz_g 1___[13 :r(g\g(}uc
the celestial chart was being fulfilled at the \t"hw&v of
@i‘@sﬁﬁﬁ@ advent, the @ezﬁetﬁ 'ii%ag in q)ﬂum:w night, and

._v_/ ]

L]

@L? m nt:lar{je[__r,) }:L@_l:ital \H;ILOL u:mm,‘sawl ?ﬁ‘kgﬂiu'hhn g and
marvel in the feet as represented by the I,Lh*?_u_k}}.: We
find him selecting his disciples among fishermen. He
directed them where to C‘Pﬂ;‘%gi‘i“@’"”‘ nets. He made them
B fishers fé“j: 'ﬁ:‘i@f%m T‘r“}:§ W ﬁ ed on the \',',{'_T@Sir q ldu{_‘ fish

ngam ved him and bro ug] oht ui.(;- tribute money. He fed
the m anlmglts@; xr:cm}cl e@g@\ loaves and a few ‘‘small

u_&:j  Were greater tha nmuln}t:r@}a},m;”
cgg‘”wu.lq* ;'h_j" ana‘\h(‘%l krl_l 1@ spare. I’nl(v wWa h:iLrv{Ei luh! §}_¢g-
ciples’ feet, uci_ti_h_h_} them in symbolic langua <_ that
““1f their feet are clean their \",'ljnlp‘jb hﬁf@iy is ¢ CIL?\M > and
that unless they have their feet washed they kwm have

no part or lot -ii%;-:t the matter. He :0 again the essential
of éhﬁéﬂj’i{éik_ﬁﬁi‘%ﬁ’qb} was "i'E'le(i“}fﬁH“ﬁj’;’n which k@_ﬁ_j_(ﬁj@_u_;g}g to the
feet. He came to *‘ bring living waters,”’ his disciples
were to be washed and made clean. Thus, says the
author, we find the Christian dispensation full of the
symbology of Pisces. ”ﬂ“i.‘f@é must become the least in
order to ifbj;qggs@‘_@ the greatest. Exal tation was to come
through service and humility ; thus the gospel found
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A

i

feet, and has run up and down the earth to prepare
the ¥ way, m*@ﬁ ui-(":sj:@g we have entered anew sign,
m@_ its cgsm»zm"mg influence is felt and seen on every
hand. The light, knowledge, @ci@_r@@, and achieve-
ment @i: qEn‘C IEC:}'; @131@@{‘__; hundz k’(: }J!;j lfi_li_, 1___'“(3 feet
of the new cyc ycle. How @E@ﬁk lﬁ@ﬁq shall be the estate
of the full man! Christw "ﬂ'ﬁ&ﬁi@ﬁﬁg the order of the
heavens from whence he descended. His apostles were
uﬁ@hm after the celestial map and chii& of the '&)’ﬁ}iia'“'
Says the author: ‘“We are now two fhtj_f@:@ in L he
new sign Aquarius, on the Eﬁf@’.ﬁ_{gfﬁ' scale of the cyc! g,
e:rmg must prepare for @@i*ma@ﬁﬁh@kwd wonderf:
power.” Many may say, is not this an ideal ]o;@vﬁ re,
an empty dream? But behold a marvel as great, that
comes when we have a pressing earthly need. When
|tinC E«jﬁnﬂ W QLF& on v ;d"ﬁgr. 1 we \v(_ﬁjc—g endent nr:ir ibac h!a
was wfmlwga&@ the earth opened her breast and gave
us oil for light. W hen }‘BIE@?@ were b bvﬂim:r to say
what shall we do for fuel because of the scarcity of
wood and timber, again the earth opened her breast
and gave coal and iron, to serve not for fuel alone, i‘jsﬁ;
for uses of | ‘Iﬂ?ﬂ(ﬁ‘m{g besides. Every time we have a
material need, how marvelously it is given. Instanc
could be greatly multiplied, but this will suffice. ¥ :y.ﬁ
half of the earth is crying out to God for a better state
of tkb Q}x) and the @(I'l @fq nature w(}(@‘?i%}fﬂkﬂ fo "{g}:‘{\@ﬂlﬁl
to the cry of his children. He moves in the current
and tide of human events, and the great monopolies
and selfishness of our time may be marvelously over-
ruled to o ‘L“C{E x,-{g_c\n‘fig: L}:@Ful Lﬂ"@l"hﬁhi‘??ﬁ ’kh ctors rE_nu.Untaﬁ’fal
.-uukul LiuL \v',-lr[jl__"l(_)_t man b Im Ml_ @o}lnj@_u_g»j: ]_n_[iﬁ_':lo 1?;3" His
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wonderful way and
mony. It may be under th
or (_l_.}"ll__l s 1DUL L‘!“L lul}’}mn n@:i‘@
1 F eﬂuhflﬂ_{(:{“ ﬂ:nld‘l (Gllliﬁhf(: .][J

v

!‘_h, fe we must \:{:‘“ thh mar
and poetry of this world is

interpret its meaning there
souls to which it responds
losophers who constructed
C*%’liii*ﬁii-ﬁf_“ 'ibwamﬁ;gv‘-‘ of nature’s

uel
working in spiritual relatio
It alwa
I think of it in the simpl

1S uinhr{“ﬁith\ every 11§a‘ﬂiL

ys seems as if one di

sk.{@ﬂm@nu@; .5}“};5«'} or qa:nr@r*\_,
\Hﬂﬁﬁ[ !'L ]e‘u{‘ﬁj-ﬂlu. @LEL‘;. S

,.}. '

¥ \-._‘\"'.})I

1 m)r(.br to han@i\d\u Ll’"(?- most of

vel of existence ; the music

all about us, but in order to
> must be something in our
like an echo. The mﬂui Jnﬂuhl
the singing spheres felt the
adaptability to ﬂwcdb' which
and blade of o
i.;s}.-ﬁlsa.hh_g} by t:ﬁ.ngpﬁj;ﬁ u@.ﬁ@ ~'ﬁ r_e_‘uju'.i@f_'nf.a \

d more than the mere thing.
>st thing of every day, and

hour. When I f'ﬁiiﬁ'h’igi: 'f‘)'ol‘iifiliﬁ_@ﬁ on the wall and p ma., up
pieces of statuary I found a story of love ; a history of

of slav ery to
]Iu L‘mm@m

'*i:ukcl ]9\:1&11:1 ||iuhr@1hpr]u| in ]L‘Ld‘u'ﬂ
niu@hhg Vh:]_m;_ 1 neve “ﬁ"ltqﬂo}m\wlu
this breath comes over m
all remembrances E:huu{r{ ininge
true they are, and how on
out, or once looked for :
why I love to live on in tl
inaged out of the de
busy brain. In it we have
self-elected friends. It h:
building and in the abidin

¢ {de

and ma

think a fire is such a dread

; of our growth in

free 'ad-tﬁ'ﬂ'i

:i)

SO :bn .ﬂﬁmblﬁj"\ 1-‘{Efﬁyfﬁ*a ‘hnlu

me-place i
:ﬁnu@r@@h. and entered into,
“\f:\}: LG)F Iqiﬁk‘\"‘:‘u @‘” ]an:

125, and | hmuk}-‘h showin
ce had they
ey are
1S (_eL“ ar L\a‘iu inl\“an
3]’”\11]::{:1 {glt a ”,c\whagf' "!;.,
]n&’ :nﬁ@inl cEO‘ushnulUuh
as been

=
=

in u]n{‘\ ln@"}mt u',ﬁ«,

If. - T
Dle, Or

' but in the midst 10! * work
.‘3 a )aﬂo)wl\hul]tﬂ;q* |r,1:e:‘il1f/?ﬁe¢1 u‘n:

re never Iﬁok:a
‘That is
nla rii_h'js}é{:i".

at

sure to be.

sanctified ‘!E—E

g therein, "iﬁ"w ‘r‘m why I
lf’i l t!ab\'bu_sq — ni{u’ all
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u‘ﬁrNJ dy’s dresses, and pictures which have given
.:‘{E’ histories, and books all marked where thoughts
—‘Jﬁ:n;ﬁ__f“u ]hrg'ﬂl?gy h;ta;mw lous world with
g@&- C@).@Lﬁ’m ff“@_t:ﬁmmk wwmr’@num@nm its

the old furniture and curtains, and wg_n’ﬁlt(fﬁ made of

fay |
e
I

(

_a'.; ja@; mrrﬁm} a"r'l L_GC Eﬁr@?ﬁ_ \w’)"ilukﬁ M’
1mMOove 2 wn:f ong the gid dy heights s of space, like Alpine ad-
'Z_Tﬁ:i_i_ﬁii_f%ﬁi:b are L_C’ﬂi together, lest any one left alone
1 fall 1 1 ‘YE:EU"@ mto :ﬁg}'j@ DYSS. \?;."F'JFL ever anm(c‘l

of burning ‘g_#_ h so wonderful as uiuﬁ'i:w miracle of a uni-
verse, ever ”}@Iﬂ__’}-;} burning, ¢ uLE}QEurg‘l) and yet never
consumed ? L\»'@jg_qﬂ@ we @@ﬁdﬁ and it needs no-

voice to tell us the place whereon we stand is holy
:ﬁf@a’d mt /\u% Oa@ W L@ ﬁ&. m”iwfy ke ‘j: fl!,k' SOt w_! open

:
mHv:ﬁ’Jb l_tra_s_e_u_,,j e}:,n_lgl u@ @.m TM. Fs_i_rg*@? A i:fii is a
"‘375]" wildest fancies have been but the
f what I have seen. So great are its actt
can put no limit to its possibilities. To
> se is a sacred temple. I do not under-
Sand its istu‘_rszjo 1s architecture. I only know there
is a grandeur in it that dwarfs my own imaginings.
Awed by it I separate myself from the g{:\'ﬂf‘,u(—!_gj' self-
conscious critics who are superciliously praising or
,u‘i?‘f:uubu}& 15&, and é(j?nl the lt\"&ﬁgr Lr!"hrf&jﬂ.'f Ol WOTIS ja_@f'j‘@q’gl_éffa?

who bow down at the temple gate. I muﬁr\i analyze,
nnot eves

I cﬂf@ G"’@ﬁcﬁ:ﬁ;, I can .v.i_@ii- @'L mmz._m ca

.ii:@L
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s

footman. All the x
~T,,af’a;"éf'ri ling in @Q»*Lmj at
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en

Fgc?}aut\a-ﬁ@_ﬁg r_l@’ii[:iaw 0 r-@ﬁ&r\aﬁ‘v.&’
vele
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[1a

Iko\r'“u ones \H-.ub,g) lnF\s{ T
same old road (&_\eﬁ._,@,_ ich we

celled in the whole world)

_i_nﬁ@éjﬁ,iﬂ_}':;' so rapidly to anoth:
Besides, we
driver r{g)‘;ﬂl‘@ us into uill_ @hzﬂ K, green \r',(o‘iakuﬂ and.

to ta

cry long.
as I beheld the dear old
with their beautiful whit
lovely forest, the clouds
@{\ﬁﬂ'h@ﬁ \u[ lﬁﬁ@‘q]u“l}_]n}\ yay so
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ﬁoxﬂk@f; jgy_bﬁ, IQ_Y’@?;@N '3‘__« O[; Cl&_m ﬁ'[ Iaﬁﬁt}‘"":}; ’J‘ ’a-

inexpressible beauty spread over the scene, and we
\"ﬂC‘L not what to say, for language cannot utter it.
Lrﬁu seemed over all ‘‘that never was, on sea or

It m‘fﬁca t or oratorio—when earth, air,
L_;:\f-z‘-“ sunshine, @@C\:;) and bubbling brook are all in
the same happy mood, all in tune together ; u:a.@dea'a}
iz{: jar the harmony. The earth became a Bible— the
ti“i_t;f bottom of the laughing brook its book of
C@WC’:‘”@O the t;;’h_gig of the birds its book of Psalms,
the air, full of f:*m”hfg_n and mregmm its Gospels, and
the changing lights, the advancing hours, its book of

Revelation, showing to ije”‘@—z @@@ is all in all. L\«:» I

recall it after a lapse of two weeks, this lesson comes
to me of the selfishness of imposing our sorrow and
-,_:p;;éjm pon mankin RTTTC - :

Nature, which suffers enough, protests against it in
her silent way of practice. ‘Think how after winter
she bursts into life again ; think how after a tempest
the flowers lift iﬁ@r heads ; think how after an earth-
quake a:c the eruption g_“o @bi:m the slopes of lava
and the torn earth with her oreen and embroidered

um-L_LK: ialfwr .Jowusab“’aﬁ:h \“'I'?*Lﬁk') "JL@;- r@”@“ﬂﬂaﬁ@

p—*-\

1:)_@:111.[ In -@ﬂi-.‘ﬂ*ﬁ;; ?is &a the voice o d: (C”af we inur
the thought of God we see— our Father who is at one
with Nature and with us.

‘What Nature does midst all of her pain we should
go and do likewise midst a ﬁﬁ@*&}“ ﬁ:@_ﬁ,‘i . As the

flowers do not know the good they do to the weary and
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"_if?‘ fix ;géif.ﬁf 1ave JL‘L“i \l:{ﬂ‘ themselves from lake to river.
We cannot tell how or when, but lo ! the stormy win-

ter is here. The ﬁvm@k@x ws rattle, every crevice is a

“ui_‘ that screams as b U as a ci_zr(gi ]o\r,}}'.) I@‘L naLE CsEa. gé_‘;?-

ane ; fdﬁ[‘j {r@@_;
rom 1Iu (.IJUl, ‘\T“HLLI W __;_” a ]CJL iﬂumﬁd k;-{v“ﬁia'k{jcl_x \..

{;"'@ lie at _r'u ocht and muse on life’s {__’@u_a_;,qn_@k“ﬁl’ﬁ(‘éy:ﬂ <
*.  sense of

L S “E,Lhnluy @{‘Lmu_o"i: Lﬂh({:g\uidu@*r |abw nmauul the
ﬂmu} of b Ub};{ Sﬁ‘fj; 1t ,;}E_l n)r\o‘nﬂ {:I:L ia{ﬁ Viin ﬁ.; \Wmstcf \*_'_1

out, En)E’ [ Irom 'fi_.'s_'i‘ 11 ople RS of 1115(_ \.v;"bnlul uinf 1t ?uibﬁ?;?
i._-u but Irom € TIPPIES

N e

where it listeth as well as comes the greater peace.
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’J}i’r\y;*@;ot mournful memories may Ukm;, the tem-
12.1':.3 - rave in the \"@‘f@ﬁ@ﬂd@@”m - wail like a sea-hird
__ our hearts respond to her shrill @, el e
if we open @Wﬁi‘r@i@ the ministration of the f-we)’ﬁmu
one breath of its power can change the wildest winter
into a summer-day compact of poet’s dreams. Emer-
son u:{f-‘"ﬂ%@” :L:_'EQ live repose ]j;l‘mal the mill. It
the mill-race below that makes the smooth pond above
so enchanting. It is well for us if the freshet and tor-
rent of our ik’f@é‘i_m forms a fathomless lake in our
heart. How pitiful if when the storm rages we can
not, like a hunted creature amid the rocks or in the
woods, run to cover in. @EL secret of His presence.
What a temptation to rest and dwell away from all
inharmony, nﬁ_mi@ﬂkj and doubt, where Oﬁr’ wisest
thoughts and richest inspirations come all unsought,
and where the faculties are gathered into inner wa@m
So is the deep wisdom of the Quakers vindicated by
every sweet visitation of the 1')!33"\'-‘ watches, as well as
the quiet hours of the day. Wieland of his own accord
left the presence of her whom he loved for what to him
was the deeper pleasure of writing to her.

By too much whirl we are jaded and benumbed. I
xu(on;@ L‘mwwm Y, wso\ @!ﬁ a:il m@ m‘@w t in Sf"“al

Vo

¥

“'\'..

s
1S

»—q (-n.;l

w)r -ﬂjtuf@m CL-C iaiﬁmﬁa 1"!‘mwﬂ£\~m® rF@IiL@ﬂ \‘?«"L.
saw with a blur and felt after a @L& ﬁﬁ‘mmjﬂhontﬂ or
were sitting around stupidly on the seats, whilst the
others were on the fresh run for views and Jilﬁﬁ“dﬁ_u_{j
with emotion ; that is, we had foolishly saved three
dollars and tfi the city, the bay, and @’éC clouds, th
most sublime of sublimities.

is‘J




; Ufuzﬂl_l hefﬁ_iir of J‘L nineteenth (E@nanﬁh’r‘?‘f t:i&c!h_umw
!)__uﬁh ﬂ:{#ﬁ: in Lfl'_\ woods of Ltfn@)ﬁ”_!n as well as the ang \jhm
Em ‘a_t“va zinson, whose poems draw us nearer to her
{‘l_ff_u ﬂn we TLE(1 \J‘ﬂ”l_\“;i'il PL__ (_)u'ilv 1Eui u:h I\lﬁ'ﬁw'ﬁ:r(_f *im!\_ TJI
for a lifetime. Solitude is invaluable until we reach
a :}_ EI‘QI \"HL[.:arL we can see CTEIJ:,\:{_‘“{ ves W_;[gl our ;:ifhrzr{o}ﬁan@
ings in true perspective, till we have heard the voice of
truth speaking in our hearts uninterrupted by the -
clamor of ¢ (,__ﬁeOrﬂ_TL tones. It is our opportunity for
L:},nm;‘]ﬁ)%s?_? k_.l:a”'(c)l ;'ﬂ?h_mﬁ_)@sﬁ'ia_g' L’K. dnﬂus‘ﬂb@i&w Cj\ our Iﬁlité‘
while the disturbets are gone; but it is a means, not
an end. Nature does well for us in this respect. If
we do not cross her by the u"ﬁ“wsjgj@@ our hearts, she
drives us into the desert for a time. By the same
oracle she will after awhile restore us to the h hﬂwﬁm@s
men, 3{0)‘? we @r"‘hﬂlk‘i& W 1Usl u:j:]i:)_ﬁ[:‘aﬁ_gr chmcf“ & (g‘{ibrx:uhwmﬁ
mr{g}u- u.hkg L_D”“bula)i\ l'\[ﬁ&"ﬁ"‘hhqm ]hn we turn away mr?ﬂtul
some duty or some fellow-creature, saying that our
hearts are too sick and sore with some great yearnings

of our own, we may often sever the Lﬁ_u.@ on \&'ﬁ_u._u.t-?i_a) a
divine message was coming to us in shutting our
brother or ’csL{d.__r out. We may shut out the angel
who had sent them to open the door. Thereis a plan
to be wrought out in our lives, and if we keep our
]a@:ﬁrﬁkw @aaz.gz n[gl Qgh;@@@m; \at GL‘_‘ @m 'Uisa's.v-:é;:ﬂ -{r‘v‘ﬂ:jh.-

'J

‘_h_', L“.L\En @_’1“.:5"} i
« Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh,"

L o

discord reigns until eternity restores the harmony.




“(9 Uho Believe i Death

After the earthquake at Lisbon, where twenty thous-
and people Q@f@ia% there was much talk about the
judgment of God. But out of the child Geethe, then
six years old, came a sentence which sent a ray of light
through all such glooms: Perhaps God sees that no
mortal accident can harm an immortal soul.”” T.00k
the world over, scanning the conditions of individuals,
and the course of empires and men seem environed by
perils. Every day we read of sudden deaths, and the
crushing out of human lives by accident, but not until
it comes to our hearts and homes and in our town do
we fully realize such tragedies. Faith and reason may
help us to distinguish between the painful impressions
produced by these circumstances and death itself. ‘The
shock is not death, nor is the ghastliness, nor is the
tragedy. The incidental pain is only physical, and
even the rupturing of affectional ties is only temporal.
Flesh and heart fail, but there is something more than
flesh and heart. Death mever occurs until the body
has reached a state that is unfit to live in —unfit for
the use of ifs rational inhabitant ; and when it becomes
an incumbrance we must say from that moment death
is in every case a gain. ‘The ghastly side is turned

toward us, and even of this we lose sight as we draw

near. Dr. Edward H. Clarke has left behind a beauti-

ful testimony to the general painlessness of death, and

has shown how gently most persons fall asleep under
8 : %
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the influence of the anzesthetic which the collapsing

‘physical frame supplies to itself —a process which

generally goes into effect quite independent of moral
character. The sudden shocks we have had of late
may justly be referred to as an admonition that we
know not the day nor the hour, and should ‘‘set the

~ house in order.”” But as a matter of fact these cases

come under the universal rule, for all men die, and each
one of the many victims of late by accident would soon
have passed from the earth in the more ordinary course.
Upon the very days of these startling events more
than seventy-five thousand others of the human race
breathed their last, and this vast procession toward the
invisible world moves on with never a pause, day after
day, through the centuries. As all who are born must
as surely die, the outflowing stream is as large as the
inflowing stream, and is as surely a part of the divine
order. How to reconcile ourselves to the sudden death
of large numbers is a problem which offers no other
difficulties than how to reconcile ourselves to the death
of vastly greater numbers by slow, wasting disease.
In both cases we are put under heavy bond to consider
how human life may be prolonged by avoiding the
cause of its premature ending, but death still remains
master of the field — a permanent and universal part of
the order. ‘‘ We who believe in death,” isa phrase of
Victor Hugo, and it suggests a way of looking at the

subject which disarms it of terror. Our construction:

of the gospel and of the relation of soul and body must
fall in harmony with a large view of what we call the

order of the world. - Once accepting that order as a
\
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whole, we shall find it easy to accept its particular pro-
visions. Let us, then, consider that every instance of
death happens inside of a system which instinct, ex-
. reason, and revelation all ¢ commend to our
@ﬁiﬂ@@@ﬁiﬂ@“ﬂ% wise and good. Death is
not a marplot, but a part of the ’MM? plan, ‘““as
'arr&'ﬁ'_ﬁfeﬁﬂ as b ”‘irzii%-" ’  Being universal, it is of erﬁé"’"‘ﬁ’i?ﬁ
univers as:rilfrg to be taken along with
-ﬂnm) g,;.sai @i?,s,,»,, g:@?fiﬁ:r&e‘ﬂ breathing, and G@@@
~along with our own pro-
;m@ac rz:@}g’i@ J@@; a@;@q and hopes. ‘True,
““we know not what we shall Tf@o’” ‘We can no more
forecast @f-ﬁ’ __e {estin v than 1_;5:@ can 1’:)'?{;(1_@_ its
own maturity. But we thrill ﬁ“i.‘!_ @ﬁu‘ﬁiﬁ.‘@?% not
cwiﬂ -given, Lﬁ, a C‘:ﬁ@i’_? is before us. Our nature is
written all over with promises, for *ﬁ_it:iil earth offers
no adequate gnﬁ”ﬂlm Especially if our spiritual
nature becomes active -ammﬂ_ , does it bear wit-
"ﬁ@; that we are children, and, if children, then heirs?
¢ We came into this world for something ; we shall go
out :ﬁsaﬁ”%’ifﬁmﬁgﬁm > and as for the r v-{, it is
in the ‘*@aﬁiﬁ of One whom we can trust o out of si uayt

e {m

1

5@@? ?b@%'sf‘ﬁi“\‘@ﬁ oft,

And the thorns which make us think
Of the thornless river-brink,
T‘/”@G the ransomed tread.

‘* Praised be thy sunny gleams,
And the storm that worketh dreams
Of calm unfinished.
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Praised be thine active L}jj;g\f;

And thy night-time's solemn need,
When in God's dear book we read,
‘No night shall be therein.’

(3 }?}’H’ 3‘3\ we G"ﬁ-“@ﬂﬁ@? thee thus,
Even for the change that comes
With a grief from thee to us!

For thy cradles and thy tombs;
For the pleasant corn and wine,
And summer heat; and also for
The frost upon the sycamore,
And hail upon the vine."'
— E. B. Browning.

Caster Musings.

Last .w_;*m the earth was washed by ‘Tﬂi
(hhﬁhut_t__r:pir(jwul Ci_@hr@@_ 135@ :Q:r‘ '1?1'”";'”
orthwest wind breaks the @_oﬂidh
w'G"irLL}i\ﬂl@ of sky. _ﬁi early sprin; g ik‘\"*omﬂw' in
bloom. Over the grass trip the y oung b rds, the trees
Tin: g with m@”giunu song. ,;g.k‘c t-bird ”r:,i n”ra}»r out an
opera in which he @1*:@, 11 the parts in succession, *_aalci
the voice of the wind is rising ‘and fallin ng in mystic
delicious cadence. When a great sorrow encompassed
1&;:; some life had gone out QL our life that could ne \?Qr'
be rekindled, and we sat in darkness. A storm of a
reat i.,ht@w unfolded its wings in our bosom as we

‘-«o
.5

u

',,
Q‘}J

1sd,

rsfi‘rsﬂg:i from the last resting-place of a loved form.
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A wintry wind was blowing. A sorrowful, hopeless
wind it seemed, full of the odor of dead leaves, those
memories of green woods and of damp earth, bare
graves of the flowers ; we thought the glad spring-time
would never come again, while enrapport with the
wailing wind. It seemed a welcome requiem of nature,
But now as the Easter time draws near, the wind blows
more gently, and no longer as from the charnel house
of the past. As the earth revolving passes alternately
into light and shadow, so human life in its divine ap-
pointment moves by turn through sorrow and through
joy. Each has its service for the soul, as for the earth
has day and night each its ministry and message. Of
pain comes hardihood, and strength, and sympathy.
( What a sapless, fiberless thing is a man untrained by
endurance and untaught by suffering ! How narrow
in intelligence, how shallow in affection !) Yet, as toan
all-beholding eye the sun pours light through all the
planetary space, and the night, which to us on the
darkened side seems all unfolding, is in truth but a
shadowy fleck in the vast sun-steeped sphere ; so of
the soul’s universe, the native, all-pervasive element is
conscious good. { Gladness is our proper atmosphere. |
It is by the dmpulse of our deepest nature that we seek
f joy ; it is by the force of spiritual gravitation that we
' are drawn toit. But two hard lessonsawaitus. Oneis,
that to reach that goal we must trust ourselves wholly to
a higher power, our own conscious efforts and purposes
being only to obey that power. The other is that the
goal is not for one alone, but for all{ and we can reach
it only as we share the common lot, making ourselves
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partners in the vicissitudes of our comrades, rejoicing
with those that rejoice, and weeping with those that
weep.\} On our long voyage the stars by which we
steer must be duty and love. ’The stars guide us, the
winds and currents bear us to the port of perfect good.
The instinct of our journey’s end we call hope ; the in-
stinct by which we cleave to our true course, even
when wholly doubtful of its end, and though false
lights beckon us alluringly, that instinct we call faith.
Under a great loss the heart impetuously cries that it
can never be happy again, and in its desperation says
it wishes never to be comforted. But though angels
do not fly down to open the grave and restore the lost,
the days and months come as angels with healing in
their wings. Under their touch aching regret passes
into tender memory ; into hands that are empty new
joys are softly pressed, and the heart that was like the
tree stripped of its leaves and beaten by the tempest
is clothed again with the green of the spring. Asin
the natural world, so in the spiritual. ‘Think what a
change from the dark, stormy night, the thunder and
lightning, to this morning of sunlight. So it is in life ;
troubles will come which look as if they would never
pass away ; the night and the storms look as if they
would last forever, but the calm and the morning can
not be stayed ; the storm in its very nature is tran-
sient. ‘The effort of nature, as that of the human
heart, ever is to return to its repose, for God is peace.
And now as we are nearing the strange Easter-time
our hearts are filled with a kind of electrical joyous-
ness. The very atmosphere seems pervaded with a
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wonderful hope as the anniversary of the triumph of
our Great lw@ draws near. The resurrection of
nature also Ug@’jagﬁ a u’f@ﬂé@ in the vision glowing
with ‘‘the light that never was, on sea Or land.”
_i.: the greatest z-i@z-:u L_'tc-f:» nearest to God, and
rough rﬁ:o"s He most clearly expresses himself, we
{Z_r life’s music in a triumphant strain. They who
see deepest see all things \n,@at"hi:rg together for good ;
they whose ears are finest @a@éﬁawﬁw@m lﬂ"*@q ,,
they \nﬁommﬁg@bsﬂ’%@@p@m@?@wr um
Tt is from such we are to take our ideal; tI heir’s a.
the vision and the temper we are to Lﬁ’va towards.

¢ Dost hear the bells,” St. Imie! r said, ‘ that thrice
Have waked me from m@b@»w@f@é@s@
Across'the vale?’ ‘I hear no bells,’ replied
The dull-souled servant, and returned to sleep.
But Imier rose and bound his sandals on,
And drew his cloak about his head, and went
Across J@tﬁi@aﬁgj@%eﬁﬁ?ﬁ@@ﬂm
The mystic bells still soun .’f_n g in his ears,
Until he came where from the hill out-gushed
A ﬁkf@“; spring ; and there, because the bells
Rang softly overhead, he stayed, and built
His sacred home, about which slowly grew
A town of mf’@gnﬂj"l_m and busy @Tﬁ:ﬁb

“ Thus ever those whose listening ears are purged

Of carnal strife, awake when others sleep,

And catch the spirit-tones of distant bells,

Which call across the vales of life from | hills

Where God's great thoughts await the best of those

Who, rising from mr IEI:J@E of ease, shall build
Them into walls of truths and domes of deeds.”
—J. T. McFarland, D. D.
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[ooftier Ideals.

The old civilization, lacking many other things,
lacked, most fatally of all, womanhood, in this its com-
ing power.

They might have survived their other defects and
grown into permanence had they so honored woman
practically that her nature could embody itself in the
people. But this was nowhere the case with any of
them. The intellectual system of Egypt paid her no
deference as woman or mother that secured her any of
the practical benefits of thelife she shared. ‘T‘here was
no high moral feeling which could save an individual
woman from the basest injustice which man chose to
inflict upon her or her sex from the shame and degra-
dation of absolute slavery. ‘The mother was the in-

- ferior, the slave, the drudge ; the courtesan was the

star, the pampered mistress of all she could desire.
The artistic system of Greece was little better in these
features. Physical perfection was sought, it is true,
but as an end, not means ; hence corruption in and of
women was a shameless, glaring feature of the social
state. In Greece, if she had influence it was through
the renunciation of her highest self and the acceptance

~of a scepter, whose very touch by her polluted the

springs of life in the nation, and holding it she wrote
with her own fair hands the decree of doom over the

door of every one of the splendid temples which adorned

her land. Science, art, philosophy, all her riches of

s
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genius, could not save Greece, wanting the little-great
clement of nationality — honored maternity.

Then comes the Roman civilization, which was
neither intellectual nor artistic ; neither mythical, like
the Egyptian, nor voluptuous, like the Greek. It had
much they had not. It had great wealth, vast armies,
eloquent orators, and literati. With the same degrad-
ing relations forced upon her — the wife— an inferior
condition to that of -the public woman. Her Neros
and Vitelluses were because the mother was not.

The degradation of woman in India is appalling. A
Hindoo father often waits in an agony of suspense the
birth of a child, until the announcement of sex 1S
made : and an utter desolation of soul has come upon

him when he hasheard the words: ‘‘Itisagirl!” In
Indian literature there is no such word as home. No
wife sits at the table with her husband. “‘She isalone

loyal and pure who burns herself with her husband’s
corpse,’’ is one of their wise sayings.

Imperishable growth will only come to humanity
when woman receives a system of growth adequate to
her claims. It may be that in the low, desperate
struggle of the physical ages even the bondage of
woman had its beneficent aspect for humanity. Her
finer nature, in which lies her only freedom, could
neither assert nor accommodate itself in those tough
conflicts with the material in that murky atmosphere of
storm and battle. Better, therefore, it should be tem-
porarily ignored by herself, as well as by her legitimate
lord, for so she could better render the services required
of her for the universal good. But now there is
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greater light, and we must have loftier ideals. Free-
dom to woman, and with it universal freedom, is at our
doors.

Says Mrs. Angie F. Newman in her missionary book :

‘“ Brave men from England and~America dared perils
and defied death to make possible the emancipation of
enslaved and enslaver in foreign lands. But woman,
the voiceless, the tortured, the bound, was still beyond
the pale of man’s effort. His most subtle devices
could construct no ladder to scale the heights. Christ,
the great liberator, whispered it to a few brave women.
There was a duplicate key. It was lost in the dark
ages. It rusted in the massive lock at the eastern
gateway.

““There was a single hand, divinely guided, could
move it — Christian woman’s. Mrs. Judson touched
it —the key clicked, and the hinges turned with a
creak that startled the world. One heroic woman after
another stepped steadily into the breach, to grow pale
with anguish that she had but one pair of hands to
loosen fetters, one tongue for the ministry of words,
and in the excess of effort perish. Some came back
across the parted waters and stood in Christian amphi-
theatres and cried out: ‘Rouse, ye Christian sisters.’
Woman, redeemed by the blood of the Lamb, counted
the cost and said : ‘We are able.” Behold that little
band of eight women, without money, without agents,
meeting together and adjusting a plan, assuming a
name with the mystical initials: ‘W. E. M. S.’
‘Eight, and God with us.” How that little band has
multiplied | Other churches saw the prolific possibili-

e Pl i
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ties, the most far-reaching of time past, or time to
come, and arranged similar societies that they, too, may
plead and work more earnestly for the myriads beyond
the seas. What an inspiration it has given to a great
army of women in enlightened America as well as in
pagan lands.’’

What progress | And yet, my friends, do we fully
apprehend the marvelous things the mighty God is
trying to do for us? I fear not. Under the inspira-
tion of loftier ideals we must erect our altars in every
habitation of cruelty, and supplant the faith of Brahma,
Vishnu, and Siva. Onward we must urge the contest,
dethroning idol gods and accelerating the new birth of
the world. And what may we not expect from Oriental
lands producing such gifted men as the late Chunder
Sen, leader of the Brahma Samaj, who caught a
brighter ray of the light that lighteth every man who
cometh into the world, and with that illumination
strove to lift his people up out of the thraldom in which
they were lying — idol worship and its attendant vices.
And who that has read Moozoombar’s ‘‘Oriental
Christ >’ but sees in it that exquisite humility which
belongs to the best, because he sees so clearly the
heights he has not reached — the awed-questioning
hush in which the soul sometimes looks upon the uni-
verse, the burden which the world’s suffering lays on
the sympathetic heart. This book is like a mountain
top, glowing with the first rays of the east, although it
does not appreciate the best thoughts of Christ. Is not
the measure of our responsibility equal to the measure
of our possibilities, of our usefulness to God? If we
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are not true to our greater spiritual light, and are not
inspired by loftier ideals, may it not be in the future
life, when we lift our songs of praise to the Lamb, such
as Chunder Sen and Moozoombar may be able to tell
us more of His worth, it may be by their want of
Him, and their struggles after God without Him, than
we by all we have gotten from Him? ‘Thus, then, is
the Master’s word grandly fulfilled: ‘‘Other sheep I
have which are not of this fold; them also must I
bring, and they shall hear my voice, and there shall be
one fold and one shepherd.’”” ’Then, as we are so glori-
ously privileged, we have it as argument enough, if
we do it not, to show how very little our privilege
has done for us.

The inspiration of loftier ideals must arouse us to
higher efforts, new tides of divine life lift us to realities
that as yet are only visions dimly seen. We are dwell-
ing too much in the din and strife, in the low atmos-
phere of darkness and doubt. We have appropriated
and realized only a few of the truths of Christ. His
beatitudes are still beyond us, with their possibilities of
love and endeavor. We are not yet on the heights of
Christian life. We are standing at the base of the
mountain, and the peaks of divine possibilities loom up
in the untraversed immeasured distance beyond. Let
us lift up our hearts with greater longing for the in-
finite possibilities before us, and then, as in the past,
when men were guided from their first rude spelling of
the moral page of life to their present condition, so in
the future will the divine be pointed out to us, that it
may become the human interpreting the law of heaven
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until it is made the law of earth, elevating humanity
411 it comes nearer the life of angels and archangels,
while yet in these ‘‘ dwellings of dust,” transforming
men till they are changed from glory to glory, into the
image of God ; changing the world till his will is done
in earth, as it is in heaven.

Buddhism and (hristianity.

Being in Hastings on a recent Sunday, I took the
opportunity to hear the lecture of the Rev. H. Wilson,
on “ Buddhism > — the only one of the series it has
been my privilege to hear. The subject was of deep
interest to myself, as ever since reading Edwin Ar-
nold’s ““ Light of Asia’’ my mind has been agitated —
I may say painfully agitated, with questions that have
found no solution, and I may say that I came away
more than a little disappointed, the preacher not at-
tempting to handle or even alluding to some very
prominent features in Buddhism that struck me so
forcibly.

Mr. Wilson did indeed make some slight allusions to
certain contrasts and resemblances between Buddhism
and Christianity. But it was in modern or medieval
Christianity, particularly that of the Roman Catholic
church, where he found the resemblance he spoke of.
But to those remarkable coincidences between Budd-
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hism and Christianity as found in the gospel narra-
tives, considered either objectively or subjectively, in
the historical facts that form the groundwork of the
systems, or in their moral and spiritual aspects, I do not
remember that he made any allusion.

As a saviour from evil appears to be the one mission
of Buddha, in what other sense is Jesus a Saviour?
““ He shall save His people from their sins.”” Buddha
has a pre-existence, and there was a celestial or miracu-
lous conception of the various forms of material nature,
and a heavenly host celebrated his birth. Merchant-
men from afar bring costly gifts and worship, and a
prototype of Simon presents himself before the new-
born child, and uses strangely similar language to that
found in the gospel narrative.

Buddha, like Jesus, possessed a supernatural endow-
ment of knowledge, so much so that at the age of eight
years he was beyond the need of instruction by the
wisest teachers in the state. ILike Jesus, he ‘“ humbled
himself,”’ and chose a life of self-denial and sacrifice.
Like Jesus, he was ‘‘tempted of the devil” and his
angels ; and like Jesus, he made disciples, and sent them
forth to preach. Any further analogies, and particu-
larly of doctrines, I must forbear. Of course I am
fully sensible that the contrasts and differences between
the founders — as also between their systems — are far
greater, both in number and importance, than the
analogies that I have hinted at. Nevertheless, to a
mind cherishing a devout faith in Christ and Christ-
lanity as among the great religions of the world — the
only one divine—to find so many of its elementary



The Morning Will Dazwn. 129

features anticipated six hundred years before, and that
in a heathen system of religion, is certainly suggestive
of serious reflection. I have long wished for an oppor-
tunity to present the problem to some theological
teacher, but have found it not. Possibly some one
may have some explanation to offer. :
One difference in the portrait of Buddha as drawn
by Mr. Wilson and that drawn in the book I have re-
ferred to, between boyhood and the age of eighteen,
deserves notice. ‘The lecturer describes Buddha during
that period as somewhat wild and dissipated. The
book describes him during the self-same period as al-
most a religious recluse, overflowing with pity and love,
and almost entirely given to thought and meditation.
Mr. Wilson’s version introduces an anomaly, and seems
somewhat inconsistent with all other parts of the story,
while the picture given in the ‘“Light of Asia’’ isof a
piece with the rest, of ‘‘purged from mortal taint of
sense and self by the overwhelming love and pity that
possessed him.”’ 5 B‘ BW;{‘:-LLJ'“



“An Answer to Buddhism and
(hristianity.”

I know it has been said the same precepts are to be
found in previous sacred writings, in the books of Con-
fucius, the Vedic Liturgies, the Talmud, or the Audd-
Zizst writings, as in the New Testament. Jesus never
pretended to invent the truths He uttered. He
was sent from the Father to give a new revelation
of the everlasting religion of the human race. It
revealed, that is unveiled what had been covered.

It was ‘“the Word’’ which ‘“was from the be-
ginning,”’ which was made flesh by Jesus Christ.
There never was a time when God was not revealing
¢ Himself with such illuminations and visions of truth
as each age and people were able to comprehend. The
history of religious thought shows that the God-idea
1s an unfolding one. It has passed through many
stages, ascending through the lowest fetichism toward
pure spiritual worship. As people are ready to receive
higher truths, God sends to every nation, and to every
epoch and time, leaders, prophets, and teachers. The
truths taught in the Talmud have not gone beyond the
Jewish people ; those uttered by Confucius have been
limited to the people of China ; only Eastern Asia has
heard the voice of Buddha, but all the nations of
Kurope and America have received the gospel, and
there is no part of the globe where its teachings are
not being carried to-day. The originality of Jesus was
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this: ’That He saw truths with such a heavenly
vision that He was able to speak as one having author-
ity to the children of men. The coming of Jesus was
delayed until the world was ready. If He had come
too soon He would not have been able to finish the work
God gave Him to do. ‘‘When the fullness of time
had come, God sent His Son.”” The law was a school-
master to bring man to Christ. Moses and David,
Isaiah and Ezekiel, the temple and the synagogue, had
made ready the mind of the Jewish nation, so that when
Jesus was born there were multitudes who waited for
the consolation of Israel. Meantime the Gentile world
had been prepared in other ways. Zischylus and
Socrates prepared the way of the Lord in Greece;
Roman law prepared the way throughout its vast
dominion. The Pagan religions had done all they
could, and had lost their power ; and the minds of men
were open, waiting, longing for a higher and better
revelation of truth. Even John the Baptist is described
as one who came to prepare the way of the Master.
All this shows that the great influence on mankind
exerted by Christ dependéd, to some extent, on the
condition of the human mind to receive him. The
truths of Christianity are so absolute and so universal
as to be fitted to become the religion of mankind. He
excelled Buddha and all other religious teachers in
this way: That what He taught He saw ; that what
a few philosophers had uttered in their speculation He
has made the possession of mankind. ‘° Buddhism,”
says St. Hilare, ‘‘ teaches charity to others, self-denial,

resignation, the abhorrence df falsehood, and respect
T
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for family life, together with contempt of earthly good,
and with the sense of equality.’’ Butadds: ‘‘Itsfaults
are social impotence, egotistical preoccupation, a loss
of the ideal good, scepticism, incurable despair, an ab-
solute contempt of life and of the personal man, and
finally atheism.”’ |

ILet us be thankful for the good that Buddha and
the other prophets have done to those nations in teach-
ing them higher morals, taming their ferocity, and
preparing them for something better still. But when
we are asked to believe that their teaching is equal to
Christ’s, we must inquire why it has not done more
for the world, and why we did not hear these truths
from them instead of having them from Jesus? It is
not enough to say ‘‘ Christianity is the exclusively true
religion.”” We must go farther, and maintain that it
is the inclusively true religion. That which excludes
and shuts out is not so good as that which takes in and
receives. As the sea includes it waves, so does Chris-
tianity include all the truths brought by other prophets
and other sages. It accepts from Confucius its rever-
ence for the past ; from Judaism its prophetic vision of
the future ; from Brahminism its faith in spirit as above
all ; from Buddhism its tender humanities and chari-
ties : from Zoroaster the necessity of moral warfare
against evil ; from Greece the love of beauty ; from
Rome the love of law : from Scandinavia the love of
freedom.

There is a breadth in Christianity which belongs to
its spirit rather than to any intellectual formula, which
makes it thus largely hospitable to the best which is in
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all. The only progressive religion in the world to-day
is Christianity. All others are decayed, arrested, or
retrograde. But Christianity is capable of self-devel-
opment. It unfolds itself into new forms, puts forth
new branches, and makes every day a new heaven and
a new earth. In ages of universal war it unfolded into
monastic institutions — islands of peace in the midst of
a stormy ocean, oases of knowledge in the desert of
ignorance. When all society seemed falling apart
amid the deluge of barbarism it created the papacy as
a central force to hold Christianity together. When
this force became excessively tyrannical it suddenly
produced the Protestant Reformation, which saved per-
sonal liberty in Europe ; and when this outbreak of
fiery lava had became too rigid it again burst forth in
such fountains of thought as Puritanism, Quaker-
ism, Methodism, Presbyterianism, and the multiform
varieties of modern opinion. There is nothing so
practical as the Christian religion ; nothing that has
done the work in this world, so controlled the forms
and changed the spirit of society, as that Being whose
humble mission the four biographers in the New Tes-
tament reveal. Wherever a church is built, a bloody
law expunged, a rebuke of slavery, a plea for the poor,
it arises like incense from the great heart of Christ.
His name must of necessity rise over all others as the
world’s greatest practical benefactor, source of its best
institutions, author of its noblest liberties, purifier of
its homes, regenerator of its laws. We say this with
all reverence and gratitude for the great work of the
gentle hermit, who changed habits of life in barbarous
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lands, tamed the rude population with his pure and
gentle way, abolished caste in India, emancipated the
people from the yoke of the priesthood, the great seer,
hero, and philanthropist. We do not wonder at the
great respect and gratitude of mankind toward Buddha,
who sacrificed his wealth, his princely power, and gave
himself to the search for relieving the universal woe,
if happily he might save the overburdened world from
the curse of being. It was the work of a sublime soul,

Phe Religion of opiritual (hildheood.

Does a grand church with its rare paintings, music,
and statuary, its gorgeous out-flowering of religious
observances, indicate a more abundant and fruitful
spiritual life? ,

Probably no wholesale statement on such a subject
would be just. ‘The promptings to improve and beau-
tify our dwellings and all our surrcundings may spring
from a more exalted conception of the objects and uses
of a home, from an advancing standard of taste and
comfort, and from our deepening gladness in all human
life and companionship. What flowers, gems, or stars,
are too bright to be woven into crowns for the brow of
the beloved ? Perhaps no man can attain the highest
excellence who is insensible to sensuous beauty. Sen-
suous beauty leaves the heart unsatisfied ; it gives con-

e
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ceptions which are infinite, but it never gives or realizes
the infinite. Will it lead on to the infinite? It an-
swers partly to a sense which it does not satisfy, but
Jeaves you craving still, and because craving, therefore
seeking. Attend a Roman Catholic church and mark
how large a portion of the serviceis the training of the
senses, by color, form, smell, outward movements to a
kind of ceremonial fitted for the spiritual childhood of
the race, admirably fitted it may be for those needs in
the worshippers. Itis so rich in sensuous appeal to
the eye and ear, so sincerely made, that no one’s heart
and soul can help being benefitted by at least an oc-
casional enjoyment of music, pictures, and symbolic
language. Such at least has been my experience n
visiting different cathedrals.

An eminent priest from New England visiting Rome
wrote back to Boston of the gorgeously decked
churches of Italy : ‘“They are little heavens.”” Such
was my idea when in my girlhood I first entered a
cathedral. The pictures, images, incense, the nuns
chanting, the priest with his white robe, the fixed gaze
of the worshippers, all to my mind then seemed un-
earthly. It was Palm Sunday, and they distributed
branches amongst the worshippers; ‘‘and conquering
palms they bear > came again and again to my excited
vision. ‘There some priests and nuns had just returned
from a mission of love and mercy ; in the midst of pesti-
lence, suffering, and death, they counted their lives as
naught. VYes, I honor and love Roman Catholics.
And vet, God help us to testify against the errors of
the wise, and the evil good men do. All forms of
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thought, though ever so trueand helpful, must be held
in freedom, subject to revision and restatement, else
they narrow the understanding and make themselves
into chains. The Roman church of Christ syste-
matically denies full and free development; verily
believing that it is doing God’s service, just as Paul
did when persecuting the first disciples of Jesus. I
would say to these brothers, Jesus says to me: *‘‘Call
no man your father on the earth.”” ‘‘Say not so, Oh,
Jesus,”” says many a ‘‘ Catholic’’ priest, for I being a
priest am the man’s ‘‘father,’”’ or rather I am his
shepherd, and all men are sheep under me. Oh,
brothers, take from their little feet those iron shoes.
In other words, keep not God’s inspiration of mind and
will, which are free inquiry and free co-labor with God.
Nevertheless, while masses and tribes of men grow
gray in the veriest babyhood of that religion which is
life, spiritual, mental, divine life, the church of
Rome has a mission in the world. ILet all that our
Father gives to that church go to it, and God bless
them. I shall go with them now and again, and be
grateful for the good I get there. But I cannot join
that church until it is catholic enough to preach the
law of all human life. As bound to love and worship,
as free to think and govern in religion as in all else.



Aénosticism.

The great work of the world has been done by those
who have believed. The agnostics of the fifteenth
century told Columbus they did not think there would
be any way to Asia by going west. Columbus believed
with his whole soul that there was such a way, and so
he discovered a new world. The agnostics of the
seventeenth century did not believe in the possibilities
of a self-governed commonwealth. Our Pilgrim and
Puritan fathers believed it, and they created New
England and all our free institutions. 'The agnostics
of the nineteenth century said that slavery could never
be abolished in this country in our time. Garrison
and Charles Sumner believed it would be, and so they
and their companions lived to see its destruction.
Thus the world is saved by faith by some men who
are able to believe when all others doubt and hesitate,
and say, ‘‘ we cannot tell.”’

 Faith removes mountains ;’’ nothing else can re-
move them. Men seek for different things in life, and
they find what they seek. There are two men, equally
intelligent, both educated, and, while one of them
believes in God, the other can find no good reason for
such a conclusion. To one the whole vast universe is
only a machine of blind forces and dead laws. It
came out of chaos by the automatic action of these
forces ; it will go back into chaos by the same blind
action. No divine intelligence, no heavenly love, is
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in nature or in our human lives. ‘To the other man
the world thrills with the movement of the Creator.
He sees in it an infinite beauty, a perfect order, an in-
telligent love which is above all things and toward
which all things tend. Darwin told us he was an
agnostic ; he could not quite decide whether there was
a God or not. Emerson was a Theist ; he saw God in
all things. Both were wise and good men. Why did
one see God everywhere and the other not see Him?
The difference came from the point of view. One
devoted his life to the study of the outward universe, to
the *‘ things seen and temporal ;’ the other to the in-
ward universe, to the things of the soul. Fach found
what he sought.

The swing of the pendulum has gone from one ex-
treme to the other. Formerly all thought ran to meta-
physics, theology, philosophy. The outward world
was neglected. Only the soul of man was studied ;
the laws of spiritual being, speculations concerning the
origin of things, the essence of God, the freedom of
the will, preordination, the relation of the infinite to
the finite. These visions became more and more sub-
tile and unsubstantial. When the mind of man turned
from heaven to earth, from ‘‘things unseen and
eternal,”’ to ‘‘things seen and temporal,’’ it was
found that we lived in an outward world full
of wonder and beauty, all governed by unchanging
laws, all throbbing with mysterious forces. Tired of
airy, unreasonable speculations in the skies, man comes
down to solid earth. The physical sciences spring into
being ; instead of dogmatizing, man becomes a simple
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inquirer. He asks and receives; he seeks and finds.
He asks the earth from whence it came, and the
answer is Geology. He asks their atoms, and their
answer is Chemistry. In all nature he meets with un-
changing law, order, permanence. What wonder that
the result of the studies in the outward world is to
make them seem alone real? ’The world of the soul
becomes an illusive vision ; that of matter, solid reality.
God disappears as a personal friend, seen within the
soul, and becomes a vast plastic force, moving in this
outward world. He is no longer the object of prayer,
for who can pray to a force or law? The soul is no
longer a personal unit, a moral substance; but only the
result of bodily organization. We die, and that is the
end of us. ‘Thus far has the pendulum of thought
swung from one extreme to another. But this is only
a transition state. It is due to the difficulty in all
thought grasping more than one thing at a time.
When the object under consideration was mind, then
the outward world was neglected and ignored.

Now that the object is the outward, the imward
world in its turn is neglected. Such are the revenges
of nature. But after all there is nothing so real and
so interesting as spirit. ‘The mind which grasps the
universe is the mightiest power on earth ; mind devotes
itself with a mighty love to great deeds and vast re-
forms. It pours itself forth in art, poetry, and music.
Is not the mind the most real thing in nature, that for
which nature exists? A single soul like that of Long-
fellow, whose tender song has soothed the®heart of
nations, is a more important factor in the universe of



140 The Morning Will Dawn.

God than a whole train of meteoric planets informed
with no such divine light. Who can believe he has
come to an end because no longer using the bodily in-
strument with which he was connected? The lower
reason, which we call instinct, has led all primitive
races, with scarcely an exception, to believe in God and
the immortality of the soul. Behold the illiterate
““Sojourner Truth’’ going to the anti-slavery meeting
to hear what she would say through the mediation of
the spirit. The higher development of reason in such
minds as Socrates and Plato has taught the same doc-
trine, listening to the voice to lead them, and teaching
future existence.

Great intelligences, like those of Pascal and Sweden-
borg, inclining naturally to faith, see the future life as
an undoubted reality. The opposite class of specula-
tive thinkers, inclining to criticism and doubt, like Bacon
and Theodore Parker, hold firmly to the same belief.
We may say, then, that the human race as a whole, in
spite of the great darkness that hangs over the future,
and notwithstanding all the arguments of the keenest
skepticism, has universally held to the belief in a future
life. We believe in love, in truth, in sight, in beauty,
all of which are too subtle essences to be held in the
iron grasp of logical formulas. And we believe in God
because we find in the depths of our soul a sense of
something divine; because in our best and happiest
hours we feel the breath of a divine love ; because in
our sorrow, loneliness, bereavement, we need the con-
solation of this faith, and cannot live without it. In
our best hours we believe the most. The noblest lives
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are created by this faith. Unbelief in that which is
ideal, divine, perfect, weakens the soul. Doubt un-
nerves and dissolves our moral strength. ‘Therefore is
it that all the ingenuity displayed in all time in build-
ing up theories of unbelief is wasted. They endure
for a night, but faith comes again in the ‘morning.
They last while the soul is on the side of the earth
turned away from the sun; but when we once pass
into the sunshine of a healthy existence these mists
disappear, and we once more arise and go to our Father.

A {igher Ioife.

«« “\Whence came and whither bound are we?'’
Holds something still of mystery ;
But one grave thought is clear and plain,
We shall not pass this way again.

““ Why waste an hour in vain regret,
For common ills that must be met ?
Why of the thorny road complain ?
We shall not pass this way again.

Why wound, or cause a tear to start?
Why vex or trouble one poor heart ?

Each hath its secret grief or care,

[ts burden that thou canst not share.

‘ The years glide by ; stand strong and true.
The good thou canst, oh, quickly do !
Let gentle words soothe woe and pain,
We shall not pass this way again.”’
—FEliza M. Hickok
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As men multiply on the face of the earth and private
interests begin to collide and to crowd each other, we
are compelled to choose between a higher and a lower
order of life, for at every turn we must help or hurt
our fellow-beings. Now a man who merely looks out
for himself is brought into decided antagonism with
others. He pushes and is pushed. He resists cunning
with cunning. Hence society becomes a chronic war-
fare —a scene of passionate wrangling for supremacy,
or it may be for the bare means of existence. The
early form of self-love, which is all right to exist with
the innocence of childhood, now changes into active
hatred or practical cruelty, or, at best, into hard indif-
ference or that absorbed pursuit of private advantage
in which we become very quick to see our own rights
and very blind to our neighbor’s. Dr. Franklin re-
cites the legend of an angel who was conducted by a
fellow angel on a first visit to this planet, and chanced
at his first approach to look down and out of the pure,
heavenly spaces upon the horrors of a battle-field.
““You promised to bring me to earth,’”’ he exclaimed,
‘“but you have brought me to hell ! ”

War, with all its pomp and garments rolled in blood,
is only the focalization of human selfishness. ‘The
commune question is baffling us. There, are roots of
selfishness somewhere to be taken away, or all the hor-
rors of a French revolution may follow. I cannot see
anything noble in that ferocious struggle between rich
and poor ; the one striving to take as much and the
other striving to keep as much as he can. Is there not
something devilish in the way men rend each other in
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the fury of trade and politics? The cup of misery is
kept full to overflowing because ‘“all men seek their
own.”’ Indeed, so confirmed and constant is this order
of things, that we are sometimes tempted to accept it
as a fatal necessity. And yet thereis a more excellent
way. In every age a mild voice of rebuke has been
heard saying to the selfish, jarring tribes of the earth :
“Sirs, ye are brethren; why do ye wrong one an-
other?’’ Is there any hope of a better state of things
on earth — any possibility of making human life a joy
and a blessing — unless this nobler principle becomes
dominant, unless the demon of selfishness can be cast
out by the incoming of a higher spirit? The earth has
been pressed by the sacred feet of some men who be-
lieved in the law of good-will ; who called men to the
love and service of each other ; who taught them to
merge self-love in the larger principle of love to all,
so that no man should consider his own advantage
alone, but also the advantage of his fellows.

To this better social order the Israelites were sum-
moned by the law-giver of Deuteronomy, who said :
¢ Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.”” To this
the prophets gave witness when they rebuked the un-
brotherly greed and violence of an unregenerate people,
and recalled them from polluted altars to the simple
duty of doing justly, loving mercy, and walking

" humbly with God. And was not this, the law of broth-

erhdod and self-sacrifice, the very ‘‘kingdom of
heaven,” which Jesus came to set up in the place of
the old disorder—a kingdom in which God’s will
should ‘‘ be done on earth,”’ so that the path to honor
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would be through lowliest service? For all souls in
all worlds, this is the supreme law of welfare: No
man liveth to himself. Identify yourself with your
kind. ILet self-love rise upward into universal love.
Talk not so much of rights, but more of duty, more of
charity. It mattersnot whether we feed our arrogance
and selfishness with wealth or science, or with theology,
so long as we are nourishing proud-flesh and ossifying
our hearts. Let us not stop with this mere proclama-
tion of brotherhood, but let us study and apply the
principles of well-being. Let us lift up useful employ-
ment into honor. If all the men who are prosperous,
who are kept clear of vice, if all the men who are
strong in various excellence only made themselves
brothers to those who are less fortunate than they, so
that there was no doubt of their sympathy and help,
what an uplifting of humanity there would be.

It 1s the sweet, pitying rains of spring that make the
grass grow, and the sun returning from the equator,
and the warmth and patience of the summer, that
bring forth the flowers and the trees in their robes of
beauty. ‘T’he wind from the north does not make them
grow, the freezing does not coax them ; the burying
banks of snow do not solicit them. All terror, and all
thunder, and all severity produces no growth. Weare
children of the Great Father in proportion as we are in
sympathy with those who are around about us. How
sacred is man for whom Christ died ! And how cruelly
we treat him! Oh, my friends, we have the same
temptations, we are upon the same journey, out of
darkness toward the light ; outof sin toward holiness ;
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out of self toward God. Let us clasp hands. Let us
cover each other’s faults. Let us pray more and criti-
cize less. Let us love more and hate less. Let uslive
the higher life, and, bye and bye, when we stand in the

~summer land, in pure licht, we will pity ourselves for

every stone that we threw, but we shall not be sorry
for any tear that we shed, or any hour of patient en-
durance that we experienced for another. Not the
verses that we wrote, not the great display of intel-
lectual power, not the wealth that we amassed, but
what we did for one of Christ’s little ones, in that
hour will be our joy and glory above all else.

“Pirst the Blade.”

Tartar or Parsee, Hindoo or African, European or
American, we do not choose our ancestry, our birth-
place, nor the customs nor costumes in which we shall
be brought up. No more do we choose whether we
shall be born under a monarchy or a republic, or whether
we will be trained in a Calvinistic catechism or under
the guarded birthright of a Quaker meeting ; and be-
cauise these are not matters of choice, and cannot be,
they are not matters of vital morality. The just Judge
will surely require of every man according to what he
hath, and not according to what he hath not. When
the negro of South Africa prostrates himself before a
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block of wood he confesses as sincerely a superior to
himself as the Parsee who bends in adoration before
the rising sun, or as the Christian when he worships
the invisible Lord. He has not yet learned the great-
ness that is in him, and is therefore ready to acknowl-
edge in any creature a greater than himself. The
eternal master which all souls reverence looks out upon
him from the senseless block ; and that is what he really
adores. And that is what we also adore, more worth-
ily conceived. Human nature was the same that it
now is in the earliest antedeluvian time, but society,
how different ! What accessions of knowledge and in-
sight, what stores of experience, what culture, what
social reform, what hope and confidence for the future.
There never was a time when God was not revealing
himself with such illuminations and visions of the truth
as each age and nation were able to comprehend ; not
by prodigy or portent, in whirlwind or in fire, but
through the still, small voice of the moral sentiment in
man he advances from the unimaginable secret of his
being into such cognition as the finite mind can have of
the eternal. On some retired soul intensely musing,
far back in the unknown past, first dawned the great
idea which fills and rules the earthly sphere; the idea
whose birth in the human mind was the birth of an in-
telligible, spiritual world from the dark, wild chaos of
polytheism ; the idea which alone gives being a plan,
creation a purpose, a meaning to life, to holy aspira-
tion an adequate goal. Once risen on the world, the
quickening, saving idea did not set, but when it was
dim, in the confused ages of nature-worship and priestly

g
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oppression which compose the cycles of primeval his-
tory ; fresh inspiration was breathed upon it, new mus-
ing souls rekindled its beams, new revelation confirmed
the old — new revelations and better, clearer, fuller, as
human progress opened the mind and reflection deep-
ened with advancing life. For revelation is a thing of
degrees ; the God of Abraham, of Isaac, and of Jacob,
though sacred and dear as the morning star of theism,
is not the God of Isaiah, still less the God who is a
spirit to be worshipped in spirit and truth. As people
are ready to receive higher truths God sends to every
nation, and to every epoch and time, leaders, prophets,
and teachers. And who can doubt Jesus is highest
among them all? ‘“ And when the fullness of time had
come, God sent His son.”’ The coming of Jesus was de-
layed until the world was ready. If he had come too
soon he would not have been able to finish the work
God gave him to do. The law was a schoolmaster to
bring man to Christ.

Moses and David, Isaiah and Ezekiel, the temple and
the synagogue prepared the mind of the Jewish nation,
so that when Jesus was born there were multitudes
who waited for the consolation of Israel. Meantime
the Gentile world had also been prepared in other ways.
Zischylus and Socrates prepared the way of the Lord
in Greece ; Roman law prepared the way throughout
its vast dominions. The Pagan religions had done all
they could and had lost their power ; and the minds of
men were open, waiting, longing for a higher and better
revelation of truth. Even John the Baptist is described

as one who came to prepare the way of the Master.
10 ;
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All this shows that the great influence on mankind ex-
erted by Christ depended, to some extent, on the con-
dition of the human mind to receive him. The truths
of Christianity are so absolute and so universal as to be
fitted to become the religion of mankind. The Christian
religion is the only one which is associated with human
progress, and is itself going on through successive stages
of development. Other religions are more or less in a
state of arrested growth. Judaism, Mohammedanism,
Buddhism, and Brahmanism give few, if any, signs of
progress. But the Christian religion, as Jesus pre-
dicted, is passing on from blade to ear, from the ear to
the full corn in the ear. ILong did Christianity strug-
gle before it could emancipate itself from the specula-
tive doctrine of the Greeks and the supernaturalism of
the Jews, and even now it is hardly free. But the
hour cometh, and now is when something greater than
merely speculative doctrine and outward wonders shall
be the inheritance of every believer. If our religion is
still in the blade, what will be the ear? We can fore-
see the future by the tendencies of the present. We
find around us symptoms of a deeper and richer life.
Christianity, which has unfolded from Greek specula-
tion and Jewish wonder into the path of reason, which
emancipated itself in the Reformation from the con-
straints of form, ritual, and ceremony into the freedom
of the sons of God, is still advancing toward a higher
character and a larger work. It once, only, saw God
in Jesus; hereafter it will know that the'divine life in
Him is also something human. It hasseen the wonder
of His death ; it will recognize the power of His life.
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It has heretofore pointed to a future heaven to redress
the woes and wrongs of this world ; it will hereafter go
about as Jesus did, to make a heaven here below, to.
bind up the broken-hearted, and give its thought to
the problem of our human life. It has indeed been a
philanthropic religion, but it will be more systematic
and thorough in the future in lifting the weight of the
world’s cares, bearing the burdens of those who are
weak. The future church, no more divided into sects
and parties, will join hand with hand, and the whole
body fitly joined together and compacted by that
which every joint supplieth, will make increase of the
body, building itself up in love. It will recognize
more and more its great mission — to overcome evil by
good, war by peace, hatred by love, darkness by light.
So will the blade become the ear, and at last ripen into
the full corn in the ear. We are now going forth
weeping, bearing good seed ; those who follow us will
come rejoicing, bringing their sheaves with them.
And thou, O Jesus ! great brother of the human fam-
ily, we would see Thee and have Thee with us always,
even to the end of the ages. Be with us to unite
heaven with earth, man with God, and all races and
nations with each other. By Thy sacrifice of love put
an end to our estrangements ; join reason with faith ;
the things seen and temporal with the things unseen
and eternal ; earthly joy with immortal hope; the
worship of God in nature with that of God in the soul.
Teach us to pray once more the trusting prayer of
childhood, once more to see the heavens open, and man
standing on the right hand of God. Unite all our



150 The Morning Will Dawn.

hearts to love Thy Father and our Father, Thy God
and our God.

‘* Come to us, dearest brother, blessed friend !
To mortal toil imortal vigor lend !
Lift up our hearts, guide their uncertain ways,
And fill with sunshine sweet our dreary days.

‘“ Lift up the mourner’s heart, from out the gloom
Thou life immortal, to our sad hearts come ;
Lift up the sinner's heart, for him we pray
That peace which earth gives not nor takes away.

¢ Lift up the heart of nations! let them stand,
Hostile no more, but brothers, hand in hand.
Lift up the toiler’s heart, O, make us see
How those who work for others work for Thee.

‘“ Then shall thy kingdom spread from shore to shore,
Then each new century shall enter more
Into the secret of this friend of friends,
His peace on earth, his heaven that never ends, "

Quietude.

It is in the quiet of the early dawn, in the first blush
of morning, that the birds sing their sweetest songs ;
and at the twilight, also, when nature is hushed to
repose, they pour forth their plaintive melodies. So
we need to put ourselves into a condition of quietude,
of apartness from life’s unresting sea, to enable us to
live lives of faith, usefulness, and beauty. There is a
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a power in the silent worship of the Quakers that
enters into their lives, making their yea and nay of
more force than assertions and oaths. We can trace
the wonderful influence of Whittier to the serene peace
and quietude of his life. It is breathed into his
lines, and enters like a benediction into the sympathiz-
ing reader. We could almost fancy that the mantle of
Elijah had been thrown upon him ; that he also had
wrapped his face in it and listened ; for like the
prophet of old, he sits apart, not in selfish indifference
to the nation’s welfare, but with a heart alive to every
beating of its pulse. But his inspirations are born of
the closet and the Spirit’s whispers. There are times
when we ask ourselves the question, How does God
work? We will not stop to question whether the
world is making progress or not. Those who believe
in the indestructibility of truth need not question that,
but assume it. The work of God goes on in silence
when the heart of man is still. In the hour of medita-
tion, when the din of the busy world is hushed, then
the Spirit speaks, and who so listens is wise. Then
come the better promptings, the generous emotions,
the hungerings of the spirit, the kindly flow of charity
and love that would strip off all wrappings of class
and clasp in brotherhood and sisterhood all mankind.
Oftentimes this speaking voice is so faint that we
hardly hear it ; but if we give it heed and time, it will
come nearer and abide with us. ‘’The wind bloweth
where it listeth ; and thou hearest the sound thereof,
canst not tell whence it cometh and whither it goeth.”’
Thus it is that God’s kingdom is coming, silently but
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surely. We see no violent convulsions, no striking
epochs — no one line where we can say that stops and
this begins; but all things are noiseless and quiet.
The heart’s promptings find expression in life, in the
daily intercourse, the deeds performed. All earnest
workers (and they must have an earnest enthusiasm in
order to succeed ) are inspired by this quiet, hidden inner
life, by solitary communion with the Invisible One. It
lends a dignity to life, to every deed, to the worth of
every hour, to feel'that God is not only over us, but in
our very hearts, working out His purposes, giving us
the privilege of being co-workers with Him. We are
too apt to think we shall have to put off our garments
of flesh and become spiritually clothed before we can
become inheritors of His promises; but it is not so.
Our daily lives may be gentle ministries of helpfulness
or strength ; may be so filled with the spirit of good-
will and sympathy that happiness will radiate there-
from as light and heat from the sun. Could we but
realize the breadth and depth of a kinduness, how many
hungry hearts there are starving for a loving, encour-
aging word, how much oftener it would be conferred.
The spirit of which good deeds is the outcome is born
in the heart, and, blessing the giver in the giving, flows
forth in endless circles of joy and gratitude.

The still dews of quietness make earnest workers,
but take away the strain and stress and strivings, and
give our ordered lives the beauty of peace. Some say
this is a mystical, dreamy view to take of living, not
practical in this age of action; but we think differ-
ently. This world is as God made it, and the people
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just such as He has placed here; and are not the
human hearts and human needs just the same in their
primary elementsas they were when Jesus came on earth
and preached of righteousness and the life to come?
By His example He showed how it was possible to be
in the world, and yet not of the world ; and that by
every deed He manifested that the fountain of His life
Aowed from a hidden but eternal spring ; that often-
times He withdrew from the crowd, even from His
disciples, and wandered in desert places for the purpose
of communion and prayer. If Jesus had need of this,
how much more have we; and we cannot keep our
balance unless we do it. Disease, mental, bodily, and
spiritual, comes from over-excitement. Our nation is
suffering from it, our rulers, our people. ‘There is a
whirlwind of excitement in the air. The social ques-
tion baffles us ; and a thousand discords ring. What
will bring peace to the troubled waters; calm out of
the tumult? We must go away into some quiet place,
and there await the leading of the Lord ; and after we
have heard the still, small voice, go forth filled with
awe and strength to give unto others the magnetism of
the Spirit’s power, to bring calm to the troubled waters
of life wherever we go, to check the headlong passion
of our lives. To attain this is no easy task, but one
requiring a life-service and purest faith in the final
triumph of Christianity.




Insight.

‘“ So strange, so deep, so wondrous life appears,
[ have no words, but only happy tears.”

Insight transforms the universe. Upon the retina
of the eye the visible creation paints itself. With eye-
lids closed how much more the intellect sees. 'The
vision of the hawk or eagle is keener than our own.
Insight beholds wonders the senses never saw. The
old homestead of our childhood, with its long double
porch, is more beautiful to my eyes than the stateliest
palace, for it not only opens the soul’s memories, but
the soul’s fancies, its joys, its various moods, what we
have thrown out of A ourselves, ambition, longings,
clothing them with the best we have; not absolute
fact merely, but fact at the bottom and fancies above
it. ‘The tottering  woman who sat in the chimney
corner was my father’'s aunt. We did not see her
withered and dried like an untimely apple overkept.
What we saw in her was her service — her life love.
That was the atmosphere that hovered about her ; it
glorified the despoiling of the body. Do we not hang
upon the trees the whispered confession that was
made beneath them? We say now of the upper porch,
with its grand view of forest, and water of the well
and the bucket more than they meant to us when we
greeted many genial faces on its steps, or when we
quenched our thirst in our girlhood by the old oaken
bucket, where we rejoiced in the record of our joy, and
where we sorrowed of our sorrow.

e = s
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Take out of the old home what my thoughts, memo-
ries, affections, associations put into it, and how much
of it would be left? Anything is what we make it
with our thought. When I went back to Danville, a
few months ago, and would see all my friends I left
there I was obliged to go to the beautiful cemetery
to find some of them. ’There they were, one by
one ; I summoned them, and they came. Did T see
nothing there but the sculptor’s skill? ~Was there
no endeavor of yearning love to give some emblem
that should represent how grand or how beautiful the
dear ones were? Why the very trees were full of
murmuring messages ; the birds were singing from
afar, and were the voices of the gone; the flowers that
lifted up their heads exhaled messages from the spirit
land? ‘That which made that cemetery so dear to me
was not its shade-built mansions and its dust, but its
glorious associations which life had treasured up with
the names that are spelt out there. As I read it
seemed to me but yesterday that I beheld them moving
through life as a band of music moves down the street,
flinging out pleasures on every side through the air to
every one far and near that could listen. From thence
we went to a neighboring city to visit two friends.
They are gray-haired now, but I shut my eyes as we
sat by the fire and heard them laugh, and thirty-three
years fled away. It was the old laugh I used to hear
ringing across the ancestral hall and down in the forest
on the banks of the rippling water when we were
young. So I made believe I was laughing, too, but
the tears were in my eyes, I guess. Still it was not



156 The Morning Will Dawn.

sorrow, but a joy for which laughter could not quite
find a way. The secret chambers had opened their
doors, and memories of other days came trooping forth
with the dew of their slumber upon them to make the
youth and the ripe old age one. Walking through a
land of enchantment, swimming in a sea of mystery,
we fail to analyze the waves of sound, the morning-
light that unseals our vision, or the flashing brain that
launches forth its thunderbolts of thought. I am glad
of it; it is a matter of rejoicing, not regret. Surely
we delight in the divine method in every line we trace,
but where the line begins or ends is forever unseen ;
and the invisible which only is not but can not be seen
or grasped, is the element of homage. Oh ! my agnos-
tic friend, you builded better than you knew when you
fled to the great musical concert to be emancipated
from material thought and outward leanings to float on
the waves of sound in the upper air of inspiration,
hearkening to the wisdom which cannot be measured
by line or plummet. To finer ears than ours melodies
would reveal themselves in voices that jar harshly on
us. ‘There is a music which the soul alone discerns,
triumphant marches of the heroic will ; dirges to which
eternity alone can bring comfort ; hearts blending like
intertwined voices ; deepest organ notes in which the
soul feels God himself ; orchestral harmonies in which
nature with all its ordered majesty and humanity with
all its burdens move together toward some divine con-
summation.

*« He that hath ears to hear, let him hear.”’




“Behold 1 Make all Phings New.”

““ The world's old ;
But the old world waits the hours to be renewed,
Toward which new hearts in individual growth
Must quicken, and increase to multitude
In new dynasties of the race of men —
Developed whence, shall grow spontaneously
New churches, new economies, new laws,
Admitting freedom, new socigties
Excluding falsehood. He shall make all new! ™

When a child I thought what a fearful thing it must
have been to have lived in the time of the revolutionary
and late wars, and how thankful I was that I was born
and lived in times of peace. But when the rebellion
came and the conflict was between those of our own
household, I was terror stricken at the dread reality.
And so have I been shocked in reading of the theolog-
ical conflicts of other ages, when the martyrs were cast
into the flames, although I knew no fire could touch
their immortal and indestructible youth. We sit in
safety and in peace, so far as these poor bodies are con-
cerned, but our cherished beliefs, the hopes, the trust
that strengthened the hearts of those we loved who
have gone before are cast into the fiery furnace of an
age which is fast turning to dross the certainties and
sanctities once prized as our most precious inheritance.
I am jealous of any word spoken or written that would
tend to impair the birthright of reverence which be-
comes for so many in after years the basis of a deeper
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religious sentiment. And yetI can not and will not
shut my eyes to the problems which may seriously
affect our modes of conceiving the eternal truths on
which and by which our souls must live.

What a fearful transition time is this for us poor,
timid creatures to be born into ! I suppose the life of
every century has more or less social resemblance to
that of some particular Apostle. This century must
surely have Thomas for its model. How must the
other Apostles have felt when that experimental phi-
losopher explored the wounds of the Being who to them
was divine with that inquisitive forefinger. In our
time that finger has multiplied itself into ten thousand
implements of research, challenging all mysteries.
Pity us, dear Lord, pity us! The peace in believing
which belonged to other ages is not for us. Wilt Thou
not take the doubt of Thy children whom the time
commands to try all things in the place of the unques-
tioning faith of the earlier and simpler-hearted genera-
tions? We, too, have need of Thee. For how lonely
is every genuine thinker | He goes out like Abraham
at the command of God, from his own city and his
father’s, not knowing whither he goes. He may find
a happy Canaan bye and bye, but before that comes he
is likely to have to fight with many Philistines. He
must spend long years in an Egyptian slavery to doubt-
ful creeds. Receptive of advanced ideas, his affections
do not always move with his convictions, but linger
around the dear old hymns and liturgies, and forms,
and temples long after his convictions have left them.
And the love nature (perhaps more properly called the
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spiritual nature) is capable of higher and better things
in religion than the thought nature. If, therefore, we
say we have passed from the old to the new, when only
our convictions have passed, and if we lacerate and
wound and weaken the love nature in trying to make
it let go too speedily, we never find a religious home
again. Love strikes its roots into crevices which
thought never sees; it clings; it cannot go with
thought, but must follow afterward.

When we conclude that it is better for us to leave our
eastern home and go to the far west we find our affec-
tions so grown into the walls of the old homestead that
we must keep a close connection with the old a long
time after we have moved away. We must write letters
and return to visit occasionally, and so gently and
slowly disengage our affections, or we will wound and
weaken them. Just so in religion. It is important
that we preserve in full strength and beauty our spirit-
ual nature. ‘Through this comes the purest, highest,
sweetest experiences. We come nearest to God in
what God is —love. If we weaken our love nature,
therefore we weaken our powers of attaining to that
which is most divine. But if we give time for our af-
fections tc disengage themselves and come to the new
in full vigor, then they are like plants set in deeper and
richer soil, which grow more luxuriously and bring
forth a more abundant harvest.

Oh ! then deal gently and be tolerant, ye that have
power to close the doors of the church on your brother
ministers, who, like Dr. Thomas, are so finely endowed
and sensitive that thought is a painful process unless
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guided by the inner vision of the spirit, and whose
conclusions are reached as much through the pressure
of the sympathies as constraint of the understanding,
and who notes with grief rather than with indignation
the errors and inconsistencies of the dear old Methodist
church, but loves her none the less, and asks no better
lot than to spend his days in the folds of fellowship.
Like John, the beloved disciple, he lives in a sweet
vision of the Father, and thereby becomes a priest to
other souls. A sacramental power goes from the voice,
the touch, the look of every one who is himself loving
God. They are striving to bring the sweet rose and
soft mullein from the decaying mountains of wood, and
straw, and stubble that have been heaped up over the
simple revelation of God that was made in Christ.
They save the church from confounding with the sub-
stance the accidents of faith. DBecause it has been
found out that the world was not made in six days,
that no single flood drowned all nature, that history is
not full, but an ever ascending order—is faith de-
stroyed? They say no; no more than a building by an
architect’s removal of rotten underpinning to plant his
structure on a ledge.

And they teach that although tormenting witch and
enchanting fairy are gone, and not a few of our cher-
ished forms and notions must follow, yvet faith survives
out of dissolving superstitions as the trees of last year’'s
decaying leaves. There i1s nothing more painful to a
sensitive, loving nature than the struggling for life of
some fresh conviction out of the dear but worn-out
schemes. Yet in the end happy is he by whose imagi-
nation in some new proverb it is voiced.
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Lonely as the seer that sat astonished, or as John
the Baptist in the wilderness, he will be for a time.
But soon he will appear a forerunner one party would
expel and another win.

As it is our destiny to live in this transition period,
let us not lose our hold on the spirit of Christianity, but
keep in a receptive condition, and let the spirit low into
all our work, though:c, and life, then everything will
be once more vitalized ; then the Bible will become a
new book, full of intense interest ; nature will be new,
being filled with God ; and man become a new creature,
with a new heaven and a new earth.

SAtmospheres.

““ 'Tis the old, old story; one man will read

His lesson of toil in the sky,

While another is blind to the present need,
But sees with the spirit’s eye.

You may grind their souls in the self-same mill,
You may bind them heart and brow;

But the poet will follow the rainbow still,
And his brother will follow the plow."

— John Boyle O'Reilly.
All study of nature points to hidden powers disclosed
only in their actions.

Science is continually opening our eyes to new mani-
festations of spirit; it accustoms us to the idea that
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things may exist without making themselves known to
any of our senses.

We are wont to speak of Moses’s ‘‘ burning bush ’’" as
a miracle unique in nature; but botanists say that
every bush on earth is a burning bush ; that through
its every living cell fiery oxygen works all summer.

Whittier put good science in his poem when he
called ‘‘ yon maple wood’’ the ‘“ burning bush.”” And
in certain processes the breath of fire becomes active
enough to show its heat. In the sight of chemistry
flowers are all fires, and there is one great genus which
i1s well named phlox-flame. So there is an unseen at-
mosphere, a hidden flame. The reverent soul hears
the God who called to Moses from the burning bush
still calling from every calyx, declaring that though
He be called a ‘‘consuming fire,”’ yet to the deeper
insight of the seer His fire does not consume, but
creates a hidden atmosphere working through the veg-
etable world as the ‘‘ breath of life.”’

So there is an atmosphere, a hidden power emanat-
ing from every human being. There are those whose
atmosphere is of such subtle, penetrating sweetness we
return to bask in it again and again. The good they
do seems to radiate and enter the pores of the spirit,
and to uplift in unknown ways the poor, degraded idea,
of our lives. The secret of their help is not exuber-
ance, but stillness and rest. KEver more and more
their beautiful secret eludes analysis ; it shines out of
their eyes and lingers in the lovely smile irradiating
their faces, making every touch and tone a benediction.
What a wonderful power the mere presence of one soul
has over another for good or evil.
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Here is one who comes before you in a controversial
spirit, and all combative qualities of your nature
spring up to meet him. Here is another who invaria-
bly incites so much repugnance and disgust that you
cannot endure his presence or draw an easy breath
while he is near. And a third almost as constantly
makes you angry if you are at all addicted to losing
your temper. Still another awakens into life the
passions which you hoped were dead, but which prove
to have been only sleeping.

Others, again, draw nigh unto you in all the purity of
their spirits, who live in the higher range of their be-
ing, and immediately the old thoughts and feelings
which were governing you take a speedy flight. (We
think if such souls would only remain how easy to lead
a good life). You can not foretell what your presence
and character may do for another until you know all
the possibilities for good which are enfolded in his
bosomni.

We take up a shovelful of soil from under the forest
trees where we are gathering ferns, and we see nothing
in it — we plant no seed, we bring it home, and place
it under a glass and where it feels the warm, moist air,
and soon the soil begins to teem with life and send up
shoots, vines, and mosses of whose existence we had
not dreamed. And so you may take a human soul
which seems just as barren of right desires and holy
purpose and bring it near enough to feel the atmos-
phere of the genial light and warmth of another soul,
and soon the hidden germs of goodness which had es-

caped your search will begin to expand, and turn the
11
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flame from the fiery heart of Christendom. 'This man
was but a misshapen dwarf who found his way into
military service to Palestine and the Holy City, and
came back roaring with the flame kindled by the suffer-
ings of Christians whom he had seen in the hands of
Moslems and by the power of unbelievers in the *‘ City
of David.”” He was very contemptible as an object,
yet by the atmosphere of his presence, caused by the
flame within, he aroused the north of Europe as by a
whirlwind ; all Christendom sprang to the crusades, and
waged the wars for a hundred years. Thus the soul,
capable of fine and high excitement, creates a flame,
though unseen, which kindles the feelings of others
into swift life and rapidity of action.

[oessons of the Qummer.

““We touch heaven,’”’ itis said, ‘‘ when we lay our
hand on a human body.”” Not only is that true, but
far more than that, the whole globe is celestial. One
of the infirmities we are ever allowing to creep upon us
is the viewing of the discomfort of this present moment
wholly with relation to ourselves. We fall into com-
plaining and melancholy because we do not reach out
with our vision to take in the larger purpose of things.
How we murmur and complain at the intense heat
which relaxes us in the summer time. We narrow our
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horizon by our selfish discontent, thus shutting out all
range of imagination, affection, or faith ; forgetting it
is one of God’s beneficent agencies in preparing the
fruits of the earth by which we are to be fed and sus-
tained. If the wonderful working of the summer in
nature’s laboratory were only audible to us, how it
would impress us. If we could sit down in the orchard
and listen to the sap working in the trees and through-
out their thousand branches, swelling out the fullness of
the apple, the pear, and the peach; if we could lie
down in the corn-field and audibly mark the earth’s
power passing upward through the stem to fill the ear
and develop the ample grain ; if we could stretch our-
selves on the garden bed and hear the strength starting
from the dark and hidden soil below, and climbing up-
ward from root to topmost branch to be developed in
the ever new beauty of the rose ; had we the gift of
acute hearing, how marvelous it would be to hear all
that is going on in this heated summer time. Oh, yes,
could we but see and hear the wonders that God our
Father, the great husbandman, who is never weary,
keeps in motion, how awe-struck we would be. Listen
again to the lesson the earth gives us in the summer.
The running stream, marking tracts of verdure and
fruitfulness, typifying His constant activity. The
waving fields lie before us, emblems of His bounty.
The blooming garden speaks of the various and ex-
haustless beauty of the divine mind, for His pencil
paints the whole.

Another lesson came to me as I stood upon a hill in
the far West one day last summer ; as I looked abroad
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I saw a village with its clustered dwellings, and the
great sea with ships thereon ; cultivated farms, too,
giving token of thrift and order, and the wild woods in
the beautiful disorder of nature. Houses could be seen
dotted among the farms, telling of human hearts and
hands, and above all, of human homes. I could see the
stream hurrying swiftly onward, eager to gain the great
sea and go with it to wash the shores of another hem-
isphere, for it is God’s free child, at home and glad in
all lands. The tall ship mast in the distance out on
the waters reminded us of other climes, and other men,
and other interests, and other associations, more than
we can name and number. The imminence and omni-
presence of God came to me as it never did before. I
saw in the sunlight shining on the clustered houses that
God was there, lighting the village streets and homes
that men may walk, and work, and enjoy. I saw in
the motion of the greatsea that God was there with His
force rolling it onward. I saw in the forms, roofs,
and spires that God was there gathering the soli-
tary into families and communities, and worshipping
congregations. ‘Thus I saw in all things tokens of the
Divine Omnipresence. And as I looked on that sum-
mer sun streaming in the fullness of his power and
glory over city and village, and the country around,
lighting up all windows, throwing his heat upon all
fields, ripening all crops, and painting all gardens with-
out partiality or exclusiveness, my soul received a les-
son, grand and exalting —a lesson that the God of the
summer is no partial or exclusive Diety, but a Father
whose impartiality and benevolence comprehends all His




The Morning Will Dawn. 169

creatures. How large this theme is! There is not a
natural object but might be made to minister to it. In
.the brightness of the summer day or the stillness
of the summer night, as the voice of the thunder rolls
in our ears, and the swift-winged lightning dazzles
our eyes, are we not ready to say: ‘‘Lo, God 1is
here ; it is His voice, let us adore.”” ‘The imma-
nence of the spirit which is everywhere, not a far-off
God, give.to those who realize it a vision of divine en-
chantment. Mrs. Browning saw every bush ablaze
with God. And in the beauty of a summer sunset, as
the flaming orb sinks away amid an array of grandeur
not to be described, lighting up hill and prairie, and
all with a reflection of His own glory ; in looking upon
all this are we not moved to confession of divine pres-
ence in earth and air, and all around? The posture of
the appreciating soul, then, is one of worship. The
posture of the appreciating heart is, then, one of prayer.
Do we fail of Him in our daily walk? ‘Then beneath
the trees of Eden we will not meet Him, for He 1s
here, everywhere as there. Oh, friends, how can we

walk with irreverent feet where every sod is holy
ground.

‘“ Lord, Low in darkness can | see aright?
Child, all the universe I fill with light;
Be true within, and truth shall cleanse thy sight.

‘ More than all speech the silent order saith;
All laws of life are articles of faith;
Who loves and seeks for good, behold he prayeth.”
— Charles G. Ames.



loessons of the Drouth.

For many weeks the land has been afflicted (so it
seems at least to our ignorance) by almost uninter-
rupted sunshine. The grass has been scorched ; the
white clover blossoms, that never since my childhood
bedecked the lawn with such beauty, are blasted with
fever ; the fruits have shrunk ; the streams are dwind-
ling brooks, and the ponds are dried to their springs
by the insatiable sun; the glorious promise of the
early summer, pointing to full garners and cheap food,
has died into the arid landscape of waste and destitu-
tion. We have longed to see the beauty of clouds, but
scarcely any vapory spots have stained the heated
helmet of the heavens; we have prayed and looked
for the storm-wind from the northwest to break the
indigence of the sky. It seemed as though the earth
was turning on its axis to be roasted by the sun. Day
after day the heavens have been brass and the earth
iron, the rain powder and dust. Can anything else
than the sultry record of Joel describe it: ‘‘The seed
is rotten under the clods, the garners are laid deso-
lute, the barns are broken down, for the corn is with-
ered. How do the beasts groan! the herds of cattle
are perplexed because they have no pastures, yea, the
flocks of sheep are made desolate.”

Have we not been afflicted with constant sunshine?
If the dark clouds should gather and floods of rain
burst over our parched earth, a chorus of devout joy
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would rise to heaven from hearts, if not from lips, more
grand than the written one in the oratorio of Elijah :
““Thanks be to God, He laveth the thirsty land.”’
What are the lessons the drouth suggests to us?
First, it suggests to us the changes and extremes of
the forces of nature, out of which our order and bless-
ings are woven. A few years ago we had such con-
tinuous rains we wondered if God had forgotten us,
and when the clouds dispersed and the sun appeared no
Parsee ever felt more joyous for its beams, and we did
not so much marvel at their worship of the sun.
There is nothing rigid in the physical government of
the world, but easy, graceful, full of play — the har-
mony of constant alternation. We cannot prophesy
weather and temperature as we can eclipses and the
speed of the earth in its orbit. VYet the average of
moisture and of heat is kept remarkably constant every
year. ‘The rain seems to flow by chance; the light
and gloom, the warmth and frost do not fall in the
same degree on the same days or weeks; and yet its
turn-out year by year in the same districts are almost
as twins as to temperature and fertility. With how
subtle a skill must law be interwoven by the Great
Spirit into the world, when the very frolic of the ele-
ments is order, and the gambols of the winds and
frosts, light and vapor, which no science can further
and foretell, are the pulses of a vast invaluable har-
mony | Is there not this wildness and waywardness in
the earth’s order, this apparent wandering of each ele-
ment ‘‘at its own sweet will >’ that the religious sense
might be swept and stimulated by it, that a benevo-
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lent mystery might always swathe the sportive beauty
of the world? To see annual order in days of chance,
the expression of intelligent goodness gleaming out of
the volatile caprices of natural force —is not this the
lesson for our spirits to learn? And that we might
have the joy of so living that faith might have the
quality of poetry in it —is not this perhaps one reason
why we are not set in a world whose order is mechani-
cal, capable of forever flowing dull and regular as the
machine of a mill? And once in a while the extreme
of oscillation is touched, as the present drouth ; and
nature pauses there for awhile, as if to show us for a
moment how awful it would be if chance were the ruler
— if we did not have a latent confidence that the ener-
gies of nature are held by a will that is friendly to our
race. And if the anxiety with which the farmers of
the country have looked into the sky for two months
past, the prayers they have offered in heart for rain,
the sadness with which they have seen the corn wither
and the grass grow sallow could deepen permanently
the sense of dependence and ingrain the habit of refer-
ence to God, so that hereafter showers should seem to
be poured from his urns, and the alternation of sun
and cloud be felt as His handiwork, the great loss sus-
tained by blighted harvests would be unworthy of
thought ; if by that it would insure confidence that the
world is well made and well managed ; that it is a
music box with no more minor notes than a perfect art
requires. Nature is all benefits and blessings. All
her dragons of drouth and storm, or whatever they
may be, look they never so rough, are to be mounted
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and ridden to a purpose. Everything is for the best
that is a native belonging to the universe.
“ QOur times are in God's hands, and all our days
Are as our needs; for shadow or for sun,

For cold or heat, for want as wealth alike
Our thanks are due, since that is best which is.”

Joy will be found in sharing the spirit and method
of the world, and not playing at cross purposes ; in ac-
cepting and obeying the high dictations from head-
quarters, and pushing aside our little caprices and
whims. He is happy who happily obeys, and like the
good rider who rises and falls gracefully with his horse,
or the good seaman who rolls with his rolling ship, for
from the grain of dust to the soul, and the seraph, and
the Supreme, there reaches the kingdom and sway of
law, and a foregone decision, perfect as geometry, or
as Infinite love, how affairs shall proceed to the end of
peace and gladness. ‘The right tracks are laid. The
engines are happy hits, with all the gearings made to
order. And the command has gone forth, and goes
forth evermore, to enter here and advance and be glad.
And will we go tkat way? Itis through a boundless
paradise, and we shall sing peans out of full hearts. Or
will we go another? 1t will be through an infernum,
and our music shall be a long and bitter wail. And
yvet there is after all a vein.of the irresistibly comic
about grumbling ; that is possibly the secret of our
affection for 1t, since like comedy it involves the ludic-
rous—as of our daily exclamations when we greet
each other: ‘‘What will become of us?’’ ‘‘ Every-
thing is ruined by the drouth !’ ‘‘ Our well is dry !
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plants and vegetables all scorched !’’ ‘‘It is terri-
ble !’ ‘It will make times hard !”’ Notwithstand-
ing all this grumbling we go on pleasure trips, enter-
tain friends, and except from our constant complaints
there is no change in our living from the effects of the
drouth. Tt is a pastime of perversities, and not a case
of pity ; and even if it were so, and our land impover-
ished by the drouth, the poorest man in history, as we
well remember, still talked of ‘‘my peace’’ and ‘‘my
joy,”” for his life was full and rich, and could not be
distracted by events. The universe is no game of
chance, but the unity and sequences are perfect. It is
not our business to complain, but to obey; and in
obedience we shall surprise and capture the secret of
contentment.

Phe Secret Power.

It has been said, whether in poetry or science it
matters not, that there is a certain point in the air in
which all the discordant sounds of the earth — the
rattle of wheels, the chime of bells, the roll of the drum,
the laugh of a child, the moan of a beggar, meet and
blend in perfect harmony. Surely it is something
more than a poetical conceit. There is an Olympus in
every human soul, a serene region high above the
strata where struggle, and sorrow, and passion abide,
a region unshaken by storms.
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True feeling hates sham, and number, and noise ; it
seeks seclusion. Our malady is profession and parade.
In our political meetings we carry torches, wave ban-
ners, shout, and talk ourselves hoarse, and to what
purpose? Are we children, to be convinced by all this
show? We make so much noise in our churches that
we have no chance for the reply. Why not bow in
silence a portion of the time, listening to what the in-
ward voice is trying to say. The Infinite is what I
whisper to, not with my lips. Did you ever sit in a
room with one in whom you had close sympathy and
think you heard them speak? That was the secret
power. In the childhood of the race we do not won-
der that they received instruction from the pagan tripods,
the Urim and Thummim ; but now the pagan tripods
are broken, Urim and Thummim are a dead language,
and the ark and tabernacle are laid away in the garret
of men’s minds. And yet we have not outgrown our
childhood, else why all this running and parade? We
are all the time doing : we all fill up time somehow, if
it be only, as it often enough is, to tangle up the skein
of our lives with the hurry of winding.

If we float in the mere stream of details, even of
what is called doing good, we are mere running streams,
not persons at all. How men stand on tiptoe and
strain to get their eyes above the heads in a crowd !
How they sweat and toil to beat in the arena or dis-
tance in the race. Does anybody in your circle desire
to lead? Let him not communicate that itch to you !
Of all the gifts distributed among human beings, the
least to be coveted is the positive genius some dispu-
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tative persons have for making everybody unhappy.
Egotism abounding, all devouring, coveting of place
and priority, loving to lead, alone hinders the divinity.
As Victor Hugo said: ‘‘ Napoleon with his ambition
annoyed God.”’

Doubtless we must work as well as wait, but there is
no work like subduing our selfish will. ~ All aristocracy
is shoddy, and a little ridiculous and laughable, con-
sidering how plain and simple true greatness is always,
and how democratic and accessible. It is always
ignorance, and never wisdom, that swells and pretends.
We are only great when off guard. The minister’s
prayer is then prayer and draws earth and heaven to-
gether when he loses self and is so filled with the
spirit that he is only a mouthpiece. ‘T‘he orator never
deals plainly with his subject till with his heart he
has melted and dissolved himself. When Whitefield
begged charity with his whole being frantic, misers
were lucky in not having their whole estate to throw
into the contribution box. Aflame with an idea, Peter
the hermit melted Europe into the frenzy of consent
and drew on the crusades.

We weary of dullness, but a fullness of better emo-
tion breeds contentment; and we should stay where
such inspiration abounds. What is so stupid as the
first half hour of a social circle, or a reading club,
while self-consciousness and vanity hold their sway,
but rub down the pride and vanity and give the real
life a chance, and what fine feats of joy and grace will
follow. If people are hungry to know the secrets of
life, it quickens so all around them. And if two or
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three are gathered together in any earnest work the
secret power is right in the midst of them.

Every reform and regeneration begins not with the
selfish and cruel multitude, but with a few like-minded,
blest in their common faith with a little sympathy that
becomes a contagion, till whole continents are the
measures of the meal it leavens. When a zealot de-
clared, at much length, the possibility of perfection, a
good woman said: ‘‘ Do you think there are excellent
people who say nothing about it?’’ The devoutest
worship never had speech or shrine, because what is
unseen, unspoken, is the genius of divinity. I am
grateful to the evangelist, but he is superceded when
the order comes within. The Quaker sits in silent awe
awaiting the spirit’s power. The man who, insulted or
injured, has no resentment or revenge is not wholly
here with you, but hidden ‘‘in a pavilion from the
strife of tongues.”

God pitches his tent not only in heaven but in the
human heart ; and into it is our blessed, ever ready,
and final escape. As a child runs from strangers to
hide its head in its mother’s gown, we seek in all
trouble the unfolding of an unseen robe, and, if a joint
experience be the staff of which it is woven, we learn
how sweet a song common sorrow sings.

“ALMIGHTY LOVE.

‘“ Love holds me in the hollow of His hand,
And bids me try
To pierce the dark that He alone hath spanned,
And reach the sky.
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‘*“ Love holds me in the hollow of his hand,
And bids me sing,
While chanting stars and rushing worlds withstand
My murmuring.

‘“ Love bids me in the hollow of His hand
At peace to be,
Content that what [ fail to understand
Is best for me.

‘ | sing my song, I struggle, hope, or rest;
He bends above ;
My frail wings own for their unshaken nest
Almighty love."
— Grace Duffield Goodwin.

Waiting Beneficence.

Go abroad upon the paths of nature, and when all
the voices whisper, and its silent things are breathing
the deep beauty of the world, kneel at its simple altar,
and the God who hath the living waters shall be there.

There 1s an unutterable softness and glimmering
beauty in these first autumnal days. Tender zephyrs,
caressing as the kiss of love, is wafted from flower-girt
beds ladened with sweet odor. Nature is the divine
expression of pure joy. Why then should we long for
a change of air and scenery, when surrounded by such
loveliness? ‘T‘his is the cause, when we turn to human-
ity we come at once among shadows mingled with the
lights. And human society is our normal environment,
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Sole environment it should not be. He deeply misses
who does not often seclude himself alone with nature.
The more serviceable, the more sympathetic may be
one’s life among men the greater is his need to drink
deep and often of the pure fountain of beauty and peace,
which no human troubles disturb. We seek too con-
stantly to give, forgetting that to receive is just as
necessary. ‘The heart must open itself to infinite love,
must lie passive sometimes, must quietly, reverently,
lovingly drink. The same meed that causes the artist
‘““to seek green fields and pastures new '’ exists with
many women, though they may not possess the artist’s
gift. ’Their lives are fashioned upon artistic principles.

An inharmony or misunderstanding hurts like a blow,
and the pain caused by the constant dwelling on the
loss of harmonious conditions grows intolerable. The
same windows to look out of, and the same things to
see, the over and overness of daily duties, even the
sight of the same faces and round of the same voices
grow so monotonous that a change of condition is abso-
lutely necessary before the last twist is given to the
overtaxed and quivering nerves. Some of the worst
cases of nervous prostration have been caused by the
endless care and repetition of things. When many
things in our relation to society seem in a tangle and
an establishment becomes a tread-mill it is time to leave
it for some one else to manage. A few weeks upon the
mountains or on the sea shore will often, yes, almost
always, straighten out the worst nerve snarl. It seems
indescribable that one ever should have been so rasped

and demoralized. ‘That odious, aggravating, humdrum
12
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round of housekeeping is odious no longer. It will be
such a pleasure to go back and work for the dear ones
again. A heavenly peace has descended upon the per-
turbed spirit, the direct and beneficent result of com-
munion with dear old mother nature, whose arms are
strong and tender, and who is always ready to help and
soothe her weary children.

There is no doubt that change of air and scene is
more necessary to some temperaments than to others,
Here and there are natures so calm, so equable, so
thoroughly in harmony with their surroundings that
the beaten track suffices from the cradle to the grave.

The fever which comes from the friction of life, the
ennui born of monotony, are quite beyond the com-
prehension of these calm and consistent individuals.
““Our grandmothers did not think it necessary to go
to Europe or the sea shore because the mercury was not
satisfactory.’”” Such a one said to us: ‘“A wife’s
place is at home.”’ ‘‘Very true,’”’ would say some
conscientious and sensitive wife and mother. Such a
one finds her highest happiness in perpetual ministra-
tions. ‘‘ Why should I shirk from my duty?”’ And so
the weary housekeeper, hungering and thirsting for a
breath of sea air and a glimpse of everlasting hills,
forces herself to imitate the habit of one as antipodal
in nature as are the habits of the mole and the hum-
ming birds. There is no doubt this generation is suf-
fering from the overwork of our mothers and grand-
mothers. They used up all their muscular and nerve
force, and so we are defrauded of the vitality we should
have possessed had these people been wise as well as
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pushing and saving. They were very industrious, but
they were all very foolish. What a shame it 1s to sac-
rifice sweet and helpful nature to the twin Molochs —
monotony and mistaken duty. The everlasting hills
are waiting to speak peace to the troubled soul. The
ocean, with a separate mood for each lover, brings heal-
ing with every billow tossed upon the shore. Why
should inharmony prevail with unfailing beneficence
so near?

Phe Rorward loook.

‘“ Forward, brothers! away! a storm is nigh!
Smite we the wing up a steeper sky |
What matters the hail or the clashing winds —
The thunder that buffets, the lightning that blinds ?
We know by the tempest we do not lie
Dead in the pits of eternity.”

If we were seeking a single rule for a happy and
progressive life, we could not find a better than this:
‘“ Let your thought be not of what might have been, but
of what may be.”” In the Greeklegend, Eurydice, the
wife of Orpheus was fatally bitten by a serpent and
carried down to Hades. There Orpheus sought her
with his golden lyre, with his music putting to sleep
the three-headed watch-dog, Cerebus, and softening in-
exorable Pluto to consent to her release. ‘The consent,
however, was upon this condition, that Orpheus was to
lead forth Eurydice, not turning to look upon her until
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they had regained the upper world. But Orpheus
could not abide by this condition. He turned to look
back upon his wife, and beheld her snatched away
from him forever into the realms of darkness. So
those who would regain their old fair lives out of
Hades must do it by looking forward, not back. The
Hebrew story of Lot’'s wife points us to the same con-
clusion. If our past is a consuming Sodom, it is best
for us to hasten away from it without a single petrify-
ing backward look. Consider the life of a man like
Agassiz, filled with an enthusiastic desire to know all
the secrets of nature. Nothing was too minute in her
works to interest him, for everything was significant.
How happy he was in looking forward in his researches
for her secrets.

At one end of the scale of human existence stands
the blase man of the world, to whom nothing seems
of much importance. At the other end is a man like
Agassiz, to whom everything that has been made has
a meaning. ‘Thus he lives in a world in which he sees
nothing insignificant. How often we brood over our
past misdeeds, turning them over or pulling them up
by the roots (as was my habit in childhood after I had
planted flower seeds, to see if they were growing) in-
stead of looking forward to higher possibilities.
What’s done i1s done ; let us have the forward look.
We all have sinned ; let us forget it. Our Father is
merciful and forgiving. All possible cheer, zest, and
interest in life are ahead. Conscience will beat melo-
diously with every ticking of the watch if we face
squarely around and do right. I am reminded to-day
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of God’s forgetfulness in the new fallen snow, covering
the impurities and blemishes of the earth with a re-
deeming and transfiguring mantle. It is nearing the
glad springtime, which is better yet, when barren,
soggy fields grow radiant with color and green
with promise ; when a million flowers ring their
gentle bells upon a thousand branches, and the
rejoicing bleat and lowing of His creatures are
heard again upon the hills. Aye, best of all, it is the
regeneration from death perfected in fields heavy with
grain, and grape and orchards and vineyards propped
with their fruitfulness. It is the obliteration of winter
and sin, the reaching upward toward the sky. Forget
disester. No amount of wailing can avert what has
happened. ‘There is only impoverishment to the blood
and break-up for moral and mental nerve in recalling
them again and again. Let the dead bury their dead.
We are alive ; let us energize the future. While the
bricks were hot from the smouldering fire of our opera-
house plans for rebuilding rose in the minds of the
owners, like pheenix. To-day the telegraph flashes the
news of a shipwreck ; to-morrow in some ship-yard the
keel is laid and the ribs carved for a new craft. The
tongue of the serpentine fire, the bubbles of the mighty
ocean, are put beneath man’s feet. The tree whose
life is strong extracts virtue not only from the soft
falling rain and from the summer sun, but from the
hail and hurricane. Nothing overcomes it.
I saw once in Indiana a young larch whose seedling
had been crushed by a huge stone, but it had pushed
its way sidelong to the upper air, and, growing across
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the stone, had sent down two other side rootlets to the
ground, so that from a triplet root which clasped the
stone its single column rose a conqueror. It was the
forward look of the moral power manifesting its vigor
in bending untoward circumstances into means of
strength —nay, even playing with trial so as to make
it into a strange beauty. A stone drops on our life
and buries it. Men say, ‘‘ Alas, he is crushed,”” and
they forget. But a few years after they pass and the
child of God has arisen and shoots upward with three-
fold power, not having lost the trial, but gripping it with
the roots of his nature and forcing it into a conquered
service. We must reach forth to action. ‘T‘he busy
man or woman 1s not likely to be the sinful one. OQur
early primers taught us that. ‘There is no better way
of satisfying our souls than by doing. Our mother, as
her family one by one left the homestead or passed into
the invisible world, would turn to her busy, careful
life in the old rooms they were born and grew up, and
and out of which they were married — those who were
married, buried out of, those who died — going on with
her manifold cares, never halting with her grief, but
going on hushed, hanging no flag out, making no sign.
To my undisciplined mind it was marvelous. I felt like
rushing out at the doors to proclaim my grievance or
protest against the careless comfort riding by. ‘There
is one work, one force, one result for us: God is in all.
Talented violinists tell of the seasoned, mellowed
violin, moved only to truest harmony, chording only
with high flights, thrilling, vibrating only with the

o0

rhythmic movements of the soul. This is not mere
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fancy. Plastic material is chargeable with the spirit of
man as a Leyden jar with electricity. This world, bye
and bye, will be to man as a noble, harmonious instru-
ment in a master’s hand. In the early stages of man’s
growth he moaned like the wind, howled like the tiger,
sobbed like the sea. Now great cathedral organs
chant his aspirations ; the world awaits its transfigura-
tion ; the wand of the enchanter is in man’s hand
alone. The ardor of a man is a mercury which does
a0t freeze. Plant the little bulb of a human heart in
the center of a Greenland iceberg, and even there it
will put forth some shoots and feel after the light.
Behold Kane, Ross, Greeley, and others. As we call
their names each stands out in solitary beauty, glitter-
ing like the north star. Even in death it is a foreor-
dained conqueror ; time is nothing to it. Asa million
little creatures make the chalk cliffs of Albion, so a

million years will make the white heights of the soul’s
eternity.

An Autumn Ride.

““ When the maple turns to crimson
And the sassafras to gold ;
When the gentian's in the meadow
And the aster’'s on the wold;
When the moon is lapped in vapor
And the night is frosty cold.
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*“ When the chestnut-burrs are opened
And the acorns drop like hail,
And the drowsy air is startled
With the thumping of the flail,
With the drumming of the partridge
And the whistle of the quail.

‘* Through the rustling woods | wander,
Through the jewels of the year,
From the yellow uplands calling,
Seeking her that still is dear.
She is near me in the autumn;
She, the beautiful, is near.”’
— Bayard Taylor.

A ride through the country a few days ago brought
to my wvision a panorama of beauty. The frost
had lighted the flames of the maples, the red and
golden hues were blended by the smoke and haze of
Indian summer, in dreamy contrast to the darkness of
other trees. The country homes and fields were glori-
fied with variegated hues of ripening foliage, flowers,
and plants.

The waysides were resplendent with golden-rod and
asters. I was subdued by the glory, my heart was full,
my lips silent. I mused upon the mysteries and
shadows of life; the leaves were falling, the trees
would soon be bare, the grass, fruit, and flowers gone
forever. No more of the thousand forms of animation
and beauty which fill the air, water, and land in the
long summer days. The melody of birds hushed, the
royal richness of the autumnal days gone. Winter
was coming on apace. When we look toward winter
from the last borders of autumn it seems as if we
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could not encounterit, and as if it never would go over.
So does threatened trouble of any kind seem to us as
we look forward upon its miry ways from the last
borders of the pleasant green sward on which we have
been walking.

But each has its own alleviation, and very marvel-
ously does the healthy mind fit itself to the new cir-
cumstances, and, if bravely met, a thousand ministra-
tions of nature and life will come with gentle comfort-
ings. Across a dark verdureless field will blow a wind
through the heart of winter which will make in the
mind not a memory merely, but a prophecy of spring,
with a glimpse of crocusand primrose. These thoughts
came to me as I wended my way homeward upon the
eventful and memorable year that was nearing the an-
niversary of the time when a heroic and helpful soul
had dropped out of this earthly ministry of service and
sacrifice. How our love pursues the lost ones with
eager questions. Do we not stand here as children in
a world which is one vast mystery to us? From what
vast country did our souls make their pilgrimage that
we find ourselves encompassed here in this vale of sun-
shine and sadness? We close our eyes in death upon
the mystery out of which we came. The same great
unknown confronts us in our last as lay back of us in
our first moments.

We see the operation of a wonderful power putting
forth its life in the grass under our feet, in the sunny
glories of the autumnal days, in the mountains and
boundless ocean, in the living creatures that inhabit the
earth, and sea, and air; and we in a vague way feel
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ourselves related to this vast power, know ourselves as
one with it, as agents of its purpose. And yet we
know not ourselves or the future. A day at a time is
given us. In silence it comes to us from the east; in
silence it departs from us into the west. Although we
long to unravel the mystery of life’s shadows, can we
not see that it is well for us that we cannot?

The deepening mystery is the fascination that draws
us on into the investigation of all phenomena, and the
acquainting of all sciences.

That unfathomable shade about our life is what en-
nobles and consecrates it to us even in its meanest
phases. It is the perpetual source of hope — prophetic
shadow of glorious things to come. It is that which
humbles our self-sufficiency and makes us stretch up
our trembling hands through the darkness, seeking
the hand of the Almighty, that there grasping it we
may be lifted up and strengthened. And so it becomes
a shadow of comfort and consolation.

““‘The shadow of a great rock in a weary land,”’ the
shadow of loving wings that tenderly fold us about.
As in darkened cages birds are taught to sing, so in
these shadows of sorrow and temptation we learn the
song of the spirit.

Oh ! fellow workers on life’s highway, together let
us be more to each other than we have been before,
more loving, more helpful as the years go on.

‘Every life has its trials, every soul its Gethsemane.
Ours are not the exceptions. Trial is needful to us as
well as success. Strength is born therein — strength
to do and to bear all that may await us here. Only let
us look up, let us be brave, and the victory will be ours.



Restless (Pravel.

Do we sometimes wonder how our ancestors endured
their life of toil, so destitute of much that the modern
world calls recreation : so seldom a ‘‘ turn’’ inall their
prosy lifes? But if the horizon was narrower in the
olden time, does not the new order expose us to some-
thing harmful? Is it always to freshen and renew,
and enjoy nobly that we put off the home and its dear
belongings? We go among the grand old mountains
gathering their strength into our souls, finding in their
morning and evening glories a foretaste of the immor-
tal splendor, or we spend our time in flashy parlors
gossiping about innocent, unconscious people, laughing
at the simple men and women who violate our pet con-
ventionalities and live on the lowest plane of our ordi-
nary lives. We would not imply that one gets no
benefit from change if not strung to heroic moods or
filled with the poet’s diviner raptures. There is surely
blessedness in pleasant intercourse with kindly people
in hotel parlors. One may take in mountain and
gossip, too, if it be not the baser gossip that mars or
wounds or falsifies its subject. It is good to turn
away from the familiar life sometimes, even when it is
not dreary and oppressive, and have a season with un-
familiar scenes and people. But there certainly is a
a great deal of travel that is mere restlessness —a toil
and vain seeking — going because it is ‘‘ the thing to
do;” spending on the far-away, unsatisfying the
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strength and vision that might grasp and drink in the
nearer glory. But do we not all know men and women
living quietly, in one sense narrowly, who have more
of Europe and the Orient mirrored in their souls than
the majority of talking tourists — people who know
familiarly and lovingly the ‘‘hallowed ground where
souls of worth '’ were born and gave utterance to their
inspired word or performed their immortal deed? It
is well to remember extensive and varied travel is not
an essential condition for catholicity of taste and sym-
pathy. And whether we cross the ocean in stately
ships, or join in some brief holiday excursion to neigh-
boring stream or hilltop, let none forget to take the
broad, helpful human spirit with him. TLet the poor,
who go meagerly and from deeper necessities than
fashion or taste creates, see no cold or stately traveler,
but only a sweet and helpful human presence making
all travel for themselves and fellows an onward journey
to the ** Home Beautiful.”

Going Back.

A few weeks ago I set forth to revisit the scenes of
my childhood —a tour more sacred, and more favorable
to the cultivation of the devout spirit than any eccle-
siastical pilgrimage made since the world began.
When David longed, and said : ‘‘ Oh, that one would
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give me to drink of the water of the well of Bethlehem,
which is by the gate,”’ he expressed in concrete form
tHe sentiment out of which has grown all that is best
in religion and social life. That which makes the pure,
cold water of one unfailing spring better than another
to a wayworn, weather-beaten man of the world, when
he longs for a drink from the old well by the gate, is
something that escapes the analysis of the chemist. To
the thirst of the body is added the longing of the weary
soul. Happy are we if we can turn for refreshment to
the sources whence our childhood drew its experiences
of affection and confidence.

Going back to the home of childhood after many
years' absence isan experience bringing many surprises
fraught with both the bitter and the sweet. Absorbed
in cares, the past and its memories have been not ex-
actly forgotten, perhaps, but overlaid — temporarily
hidden. Possibly we had come to think a little patroniz-
ingly of the dear old village as a small remote place,
decidedly behind the march of progress in the dashing,
rushing west, a part of whose bustle and importance
we now feel ourselves. The first surprise was to real-
ize the strong, undying hold the old place had on me.
No other place ever is or can be what it is. I felt
akin to the very soil. It seemed a part of me, and I
of it. What long-forgotten feelings awakened to life
again | How many associations, sometimes sad, some-
times humorous, but even then not untinged with the
pensive light of ‘“longago !’ How trees, rocks, hills,
brooks, yes, even the rail-fences along the country
road, talked fondly of the olden time! Driving along
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the old National road, and through the Tuber bridge
over White river, I was half tempted to astonish the
friend by my side by crying out: ‘‘Oh, invisible to
you, spirits many have crossed with me.”” Under the
touch of old memories how the dear ones who had so
often crossed and re-crossed the bridge came flocking
around me! The dear home with its long, double
porch was old-fashioned enough, but I would not ex-
change its memories for any amount of modern improve-
ments, for notwithstanding all its plainness to the out-
ward eye, what wealth of beauty and what treasures
of memory are gathered around it to my inward vision |
It was built by the hands of our ancestor, who long
since finished life’s toil and went out of it into the
house not made with hands, and left the expression of
his character and the monument of his skill and sac-
rifice.

It seems but yesterday we saw him lying dead in his
favorite room, while the beautiful April day, with its
soft air and bright sunshine, seemed to mock the dark,
lonely thoughts within. Here is the window out of
which T used to lean, summer evenings, long ago,
watching the white moonlight on silent wood and hill,
as I dreamed the preposterous dreams of youth, thought
the ‘‘long, long thoughts.” In that east room I
dressed for the wedding that was to take me away into
an unknown world and experiences, while Mary, the
dear sister and companion of my youth, who was an
incarnation of cheer, trust, and hope, although the
shadow of the coming separation was hovering over
her, yet playfully helped me in my selfish bewilder-
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ment of tears. Sorrow with her had become trans-
figured, and that which was shadow was shot through
with a brightness which always helped to make her life
a song. She fled all too soon to the summer land of
the soul. Nevermore can we receive her sunny greet-
ings here. Strong, subtle, indescribable are the influ-
ences that press in upon me. However dear and
beautiful other places may have grown, I realize full
well that no spot on earth will ever be to me what this
is. Here I was young, here the roots of my being
struck deep into the soil, and whether I will or not,
this place is a part of my being forevermore. I must
always be what its influence helped me to become. I
never can eradicate its hold on my being ; when all
else of life has faded from the dying brain these mem-
ories will be uneffaced, the deepest impressions of the
vanished past.

I am surprised to see how much older every one has
grown ; how faces that were keen, alert, have taken on
deep wrinkles ; how heads have whitened ; how slow
have grown steps I remember brisk and vigorous. I
feel for those friends so suddenly, preternaturally aged,
as it seems to me, a compassion not untouched with
condescension. But one day something in the manner
of an old friend, perhaps the very eagerness of his as-
surance that ‘‘ you have not changed at all ; you look
so well, hold your own so well,”’ suggests to my mind
the marvelous suspicion that he thinks I have grown
old ; that I am the person who shows time’s ravages,
while he remains the same. Absurd idea! I pity his
self-delusion, and yet as I contemplate my semblance



194 The Morning Will Dawn.

in the mirror with newly-opened vision an irresistible
conviction steals over me that he is right. It isn’t the
face of many years ago. I come to think more of it,
though, and am not wholly unreconciled, for the
wrinkleless, characterless faces sometimes seen on per-
sons of mature years do not excite our envy, but
wrinkles left by brave struggles with hardship and
sorrow etch upon even plain faces the high beauty of a
noble character.

In many ways am I confronted in the old home by
this novel, unpleasant sense of change. Houses from
whose doors and windows dear, well-remembered faces
always used to greet my coming, with whose every
nook I have happy associations, are in strange hands
now, the old inmates scattered, gone, dead. Great is
the void, the sense of chill and emptiness where once
were love, warmth, friendly welcome. ‘T‘hen they are
improving the village ; new houses everywhere going
up ; the old ones coming down. I am often asked with
honest local pride if I do not think the village greatly
improved, and fear the faint-heartedness of my feigned
appreciation will condemn me as the conservative old
fogy I half fear I must be growing. But they are im-
proving my village all away ; a few more years of the
devastation of improvement and few, indeed, will be
the landmarks left. Once I knew every man, woman,
and child in the village. I still encounter an ‘‘ oldest
inhabitant’’ who calls me by my first name, and always
will, in whose eyes I will always enjoy a perpetual
youth, be one of ‘‘our girls,”” but strange faces pre-
dominate on the streets. The children have grown up
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and married, and do not even know me. Any slight
void left in church or social life by my departure has
evidently long since closed up. My old world gets on
quite comfortably without me, and *‘ other kings have
arisen that knew not Joseph.’’ All these experiences
of change gave me an uncomfortable realization of the
transitoriness of all earthly relations and interests, the
slight consequence of one little life in the aggregate.
Must I, then, acquiesce in the sentiment of the old
hymn that I always resented, in the self-confidence of
vouth, as altogether too doleful and saddening?

“ Like shadows gliding oe'r the plain,
Or clouds that roll successive on,
Man'’s busy generations pass,
And while we gaze their forms are gone."’

In wiser mood, however, I realize that the lesson of
this somewhat melancholy going back 1s to go on.
Love the past, cherish its memories, be thankful for all
we owe to it, but go on. Before us lies the future, the
future of this life, full of possibilities to earnest en-
deavor, and the greater future beyond. Every day we
put a part behind us. May it not be a weight about
our necks, but a stepping-stone from whose vantage we
shall go or to a fuller life, a larger hope, a brighter
youth of the spirit, that perennial youth known only
to souls thoroughly alive in their highest faculties.
Such souls find each year more to do, to know, to en-
joy in God’s glorious world, even to the end, when all
life shall finally be only a childish past whence we go
on forever.

13



Growing Old.

‘“ Dear Master, tell us then why in your tongue and pen
No sign of age appears?
For all you say and sing has made the music and the ring
Of only twenty years!

““ Your soul will still be bright, though your hair may turn to white;
And, when shall come that hour,
Your loving friends will say, ‘'Tis only a spring day,
With the almond tree in flower!

‘“ “'Tis not whitened by his years, nor by the bitter tears
Of sad and stormy hours;
But by the morning dew, falling ever fresh and new

On the flowers.' "’
— Alfred De Musset.

I know a woman, very plain, plain to ugliness. She
is old ; she is single ; she has hardly had anything in
her life an outsider would consider desirable, and
yvet that life of her’s is a song. It is a gloria from day
to day, because she has entered into such relations of
service with others that she is conscious every day that
she is of use in the world, that she is a part of the
divine plan of things. She hears utterances of grati-
tude ; she sees tears of gratitude from the eyes of those
she has made easier, fairer, and brighter. The ques-
tion is, does the world grow poorer and more common-
place as we grow older? No; a thousand times, no !
if only we keep our minds receptive to the highest
thoughts, to the needs and wonders of the living world
around us. The moment the vision of something still
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to be attained and accomplished has fled we have be-
come old, whether we are seventeen or seventy. When
there is nothing more to live for; when the habit of
routine is all that remains ; when nature and life seem
exhausted : when there is no new course of thought
and no new line of action opening up before us, and
our hearts no longer beat in glad response to some ap-
peal to a higher life and larger duty —then we may
still mark time, but we do not march forward. Our
bodies may move, but our souls are torpid. For to
live is to move on toward the realization of some vision
of the soul.

Men have been trying for ages to learn the secret of
perpetual youth. But it is by every one who still has
some vision of the soul to lead him on.

““ Always young for liberty,” said Channing, and
every man or woman is young who sees in his or her
life some ideal to make real by the might that lies in
him or her.

What a perpetual youth was that of William Cullen
Bryant, whose sense of the true and beautiful never
never waned, who, writing ‘‘ Thanatopsis ”’ at eighteen,
wrote ‘“The Flood of Years’ at eighty. And many
others I might mention — Browning, Whittier, Glad-
stone, Hugo, and Longfellow.

The receptive, active spirit keeps us young because
it gives us that sense of joyous expectation which al-
ways belongs to youth when it is unspoiled.

The greatest destitution in any age is the scarcity of
moral heroes.

A good sample have I of one in our own household,
fraternal in word or deed, with ear to catch the music
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beneath all jars of fate. He does not chafe in any
sphere, or shirk and run, but bravely plans and gives
for the uplifting of other lives. What does he know
of growing old who has the power of imparting life
and happiness to so many others. _

I was calling the other day on a friend; she was
surrounded by all that worldly success could procure.
In the course of conversation she remarked on this
miserable world, where there was nothing now for her
but old age to look forward to. She had no great, in-
spiring purpose in life. I know she may have had
many things to vex and trouble, but I do not believe
she is half so miserable as she thinks she is./ The fact
1s, they who have no great troubles to battle with are
apt to exaggerate the little vexations of life. Let a
person have nothing more to do than keep the flies out
of the house and she will get into such a state of mind
that the presence of one fly in the sitting-room will
seem an overwhelming calamity.! / But let a person be
engaged in some great matter, and small annoyances
are brushed aside and forgotteu.}

Such a person may know the great joy of conflict
and achievement. One of the sweetest things in all
the world to me is to see some old man or woman with
just as keen a curiosity for any new truth that God is
sending down to us as they were sixty or seventy
years ago.

There are certain things that come only with years
a ripe knowledge, a calmer judgment, a deeper trust.
Are these nothing? Then a sifting of friendship goes
on. We discover the hearts that can stand the test of
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years. ‘The circle perhaps is a little smaller, but more
and more precious doesitgrow. One thing indeed is sad,
and that is to see one and another of their chosen ones
go ; for, though we may get new friends, I think it is
true as we grow older that new ones never take the
place in the heart. They, like sacred shrines, still hold
the precious images of the vanished ones. But if they
are not really lost we can learn lovingly to wait until
the eyes gladden with greetings again. Friends, let
us not grow old ! There is danger in growing old that
our brains may grow weary, our interests narrow, and
our minds harden. But this is no necessary accom-
plishment of age; rather we ought to be like rivers,
that widen as they near the sea and carry ever on their
bosoms more of the business and pleasures of the great
world.

I know some who are called old who are so young in
their sympathies, so fresh in their interests in all that
is being done, so youthful with young people that
their very presence is a joy and an inspiration. I
hope I shall grow old that way or not at all. Old age
is but a mask. Let us not call the mask the face. Is
the acorn old because its cup dries and drops from its
hold? At every stage we must meet with the unex-
pected, the untried ; we must enter new paths, face
new scenes, and deal with new problems. But that
belongs to the programme of our glorification. For at
every stage we shall also learn that all the yesterdays
were preparations for to-day, and that every work
bravely done brings strength for more. ‘Then we shall
know that the growth and decay of our bodies, as well
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as the perpetual renewal of our spirits, must keep step
with the procession of nature, and belongs to the divine
order of the universe.

The horizon will widen around us, the sky will
deepen above us, we shall live more largely and in a
larger world — the world of God and man.

** The soul's dark cottage, battered and decayed,
Lets in new light through chinks that time has made.
Stronger by weakness, wiser men become,
As they draw near to their eternal home.
Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view,
That stand upon the threshold of the new."

Qilent Porces.

Huxley has said that if we could hear the forces at
work within the trees of a forest it would be like the
roar of a great city; and in the Norse legend Heim-
dahl had hearing so keen that he could hear the grass
growing. But all these mightiest forces do their work
so silently that their processes are hidden from our dull
ears, and we are prone to forget how great and how
persistent they are. It has been computed that the
dynamic power of the roots of the trees and grass by
which they are sucking up moisture, which is to be
sap, that the chemical solvent power which they have
on undissolved mineral matter, that their actual
dynamism in a single acre of meadow land is greater
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than all the power of all the engines which have been
created by man on the face of the earth. I sitin my
room by an upper window and look down upon the
flower-beds below and wonder at first thought why
year by year they are growing less luxuriantly, but
when I lift my eyes to the tall trees reaching above my
window, I know that this power is being exerted, and
that by it the roots are plowing deeper and deeper un-
derneath the flowers, drawing away the very life out
of the soil for their own nutriment as they grow higher
and higher. I know there is a vast growth going on,
but I cannot see it or hear it. We speak thoughtlessly
of empty space. If any one could picture to us what
is going on in an inch of space at every moment of
time, we would fall on our kneesin adoration. Through
every square inch of space, at every moment of time,
in all these millions of years, there is throbbing the
power of gravitation that holds the planets in their
places, and millions of wave movements in a second of
time are rushing with a speed that to us is breathless
through this empty square inch of space, pulsations that
carry heat, that carry light, that carry sound, that
carry all these marvelous forces that bind the universe
together. All these millions of pulsations, whose
rapidity is utterly inconceivable, are crossing and re-
crossing this inch of empty space at every instant of
time, in every conceivable direction, and never collision
or confusion anywhere. Oh, this blind walking in the
midst of glory ! We are such poor, little letter-bound
creatures, thinking only of sunrise and sunset ; not
learning even what our own day is to us, of which the
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earth movement, the shine, and the shadow, are only
the types and the correspondence. When we live true
days, then shall we know more and more of the ever-
lasting wonders of God’s own mighty silences that are
patiently keeping their holy secret of law for them who
will seek for it with all their souls. The harmony of
heaven thrills the hands of the Great Musician, and he
plays in mute astonishment the music which comes, he
knows not how. Who made these songs? They were
never made at all, they grew ; they fell out of the air ;
they fly all over the land like thistledown, here and
there, and are sung in a thousand places at once, We
find our own suffering and striving in these songs ; it
is as if we had helped to make them. ‘T‘hose are the
sounds of nature. They slept in the dells of the forests.
God knows who waked them. ‘The poet hushes him-
self as he reads the words he has uttered, for he knows
they were created above himself. Sometimes I tremble
when it comes suddenly upon me, to think how much
1s going onand how little I know about it. Structures
are being built without the sound of the hammer : fine
things are being evolved out of the coarse things : to
think what wings may be fanning the air all around us !
And I stand in the summer light and look until I be-
come, as it were, a thought, rather than a being. Am
floating in immensity, drawn by noiseless steeds in a
noiseless chariot, journeying through spaces unknown
to philosophy, to ends unchosen by reason. How many
and many a time I have made such excursions and
come back, not as I went, but laden with a mystic wis-
dom, as bees with honey. How foolish our complaint
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that ‘“ the days are never long enough since there is so
much to do.”’ The best things are done not by us.
The better half of all that goes on in our most active
hours is constantly carried on by unseen powers in un-
known ways, and when we seem to be merely resting,
are we not undergoing repairs? Who does not know
that his wisest thoughts and richest inspirations come
all unsought, and when the faculties are gathered in
inward silence?”’ So is the deep wisdom of the Quaker
vindicated by every sweet visitation of silent watching.

“‘ For far on the deep there are billows
That never shall break on the beach,
And [ have heard songs in the silence
That never shall float into speech,
And | have had dreams in the valley
Too lofty for language to reach,”

(oncentration,

That ‘‘-nowledge is power’’ is but a partial and
imperfect expression of a great truth. The strange
magnetic power by which mind acts on mind is yet
but faintly understood ; is mysterious and inexplicable.
The fact is obvious that the world is ruled by mental
power.

There are intellectual as well as physical forces. A
strong mind coming in contact with a weaker will as
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naturally move itas a strong force in the material world
will overcome a weaker, and yet knowledge is not
power unless wielded by one who knows how to use
and apply it. A man may have read the contents of the
largest library in Christendom, and his memory be the
treasure-house of all the facts in science, and yet be
comparatively a weak man, who may pass through the
world and die without permanently changing the course
of any individual.

Indigestion is a disease as frequent in man’s mental
as in his physical nature. No matter how much food
a man takes into his stomach, itisonly what he digests
that renews his strength and gives him power. A
principle cannot be taken into his mind and properly
digested without intense thought. A mere acquaint-
ance with facts, however extensive, does not give
power. It is the comprehension of principles and the
ability to apply them to the varied circumstances in
which he may be placed which makes a powerful man
intellectually. Mental power is generated by hard
thinking only, and he alone possesses it who has been
accustomed to bring the powers of his understanding to
bear with such intensity of heat upon the-object sub-
- mitted to his action as either to dissipate them in thin
air, if they are intrinsically worthless, or to fuse and re-
mould them into forms better suited to his purpose.
Such a man, while resting or modifying all influences,
however mighty and sweeping, coming in upon him
from abroad, sends out a strong and modifying in-
fluence over the excited elements ranging around. He
stands firmly fixed upon the adamantine rock of his
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own clear convictions, against which the turbulent
waves of human opinion dash harmlessly and break,
and roar, and retire.

But from this immovable stand he utters a voice
which the elements hear and obey. Such a man, with
respect to other men, is neither planetary nor reflec-
tive, but self-luminous. What true dignity and sol-
emnity encircles the brow of the mighty ruler of mind !
This concentration of thought, and the right application
of its power, is the great want of the American people.
They are proverbially a superficial people. The varied
avenues to wealth which are open to all; the easy
access to every plane of social life; the large expanse
of territory to be inhabited ; the ease by which every
variety of literature can be obtained ; so much miscel-
laneous activity causes them to be proverbially a su-
perficial people. It is a pleasant feeling to indulge in
the intoxication and reveries of all these things, and
especially of literature. Oh, it is a great power and
great privilege to live the life of the intellect. Itisa
great thing to be one with all time, and feel that we
have a relation with all the centuries which precede and
with an eternity to come. It is pleasant to trace the
harmony of all natural objects between the stone and
the tree, between everything great and small, even to
the finest filaments revealed by the microscopic investi-
gation, and the worlds which crowd the fields of the
telescope, and find that all these worlds are braided
together, that every artery and fibre of this universe
beats in harmony. It isa great thing in any way to
correct the limitations of the senses, to find the facts,
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to penetrate the powers, to know why we are, and to
know in what kind of a universe we are placed, to
know it is not merely of the earth earthy. I say itis
pleasant to have these spasmodic enlargements of feel-
ing, the splendid revelation of the great harmony of the
universe, of the wonders of creation, and the mind often
when enraptured with these thoughts longs to break the
bonds of mortality that it may be unfettered in its reach
after knowledge. These thoughts that seem to lift us
to a higher plane of life, if we add not unto them a pro-
found and steady culture, with a practical application
of the same, will only end in mental dyspepsia and
death. Unless we concentrate our thoughts and ac-
tively employ them, we are not in harmony with the
laws of creation. The powers of nature seldom lie
long 1n repose, or conceal themselves from the light.
Throughout all the realm of nature is manifested the
subtile expression of a concentrated force, an active life.

Qeptember Musings.

Such magnificent days. The last in September. A
very divine glory and wonder. Such splendor of color,
and lavish joy, and ripeness, and perfection of life, that
merely to live seems blessedness enough. Those are
God’s hills and plains afar off in the still, purple at-
mosphere, and the skies overhead with their depth of
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blue, and the dear old green earth all about us. Joys,
and thrills of triumphs, and fervors may well be in the
heart these beautiful days at the thought of our exist-
ence, and that of the universe — the dwelling- place of
the Almighty. Are we not most kindly dealt with
from somewhere, and is there not a farthing set down
in the account to our credit wherewith to purchase life
and this grand estate? How freely have come to us
all things— this patrimony of continent and ocean,
lake and river, forest and field, mountain ledges, plains,
and long drawn valleys.

Sunlight and darkness, days and seasons, are our
goods and chattels, conveyed to us to the very thresh-
hold of our wants and conditions. All find themselves
householders, rent free as air, housed beneath this
magnificent blue dome, hung there by the one inscrut-
able Builder. What a canopy is this, broad as the east
from the west, the north from the south !

We stand beneath it with awe, admiration, and wor-
ship. Back, how far back in eternity was there a fore-
sight that looked forward to these times, and from that
long range made transportation hither of the supplies,
seeing that man would call for his horse, hisox, his wires,
and exparsive forces— would refuse to be comforted
without coal and iron, human speech and Christianity ?
By a road no one ever saw, and of which the mind cannot
conceive, to our very door have come friends and neigh-
bors, all the good and great, beauty and food, air and
water, truth and righteousness. We do well to regard
this unfathomable fountain whence well up religious
emotions indescribable.
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The question will present: ‘ How came God to be
with purpose and power in Him to raise up unnum-
bered souls?’” Back at an infinite distance in the
eternities there was, so to speak, a condition and state
that would not be without the Supreme Being and His
handiwork. We are the fruits of that primal necessity.

We cannot define the Unknown, but out of the in-
tensity of our lives we can proclaim, the Eternal is our
father ; that the underlying power whence all things
flow, that holds life and death in its grasp, is a power
that makes for righteousness ; that it is good according
to and transcending our highest ideas of goodness, and
that we can trust in it wholly, serenely, triumphantly.
To our comprehension it is impossible that the being of
God should begin at any point in time rising out of
nothing. That, no doubt, to minds human could never
be. Again, to us it is no less an impossibility that the
Supreme Existence should always have been. We do
not know — never can know. -

But in these beautiful September days no dark prob-
lems torment us. Only praise and thanksgiving that
He was and is, and that such are His doings.
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On the Mountain (Jop.

+ O Life! with thee we take the mountain way ;
Romantic clouds gleam in the palaced blue
Above our heads, and myrmidons of dew
Beneath our young feet twinkle as we stray,
Once o'er the golden walls and canon gray,
A sober calm invests us as we view
Our backward path ; then on to heights more true
We press through storm and darkness, day by day,
The heavy thunder far below us dies,
Now lifted to the plane of wisdom's thought;
Between the rockey passes we are brought;
Through trailing mists half blind our mortal eyes,
Hints of the mighty scenery are caught,
And the last height — an infinite surprise.”

— J. B. Cowdin.

““On every mountain top there lies repose.”” So
thought the ‘‘ Countess Irma,”” when she fled from the
valley of error-up to the mountain top. Like sur-
rounding nature, she grew calm and happy, without a
wish. Nature was no longer strange to her. She felt
herself a part of it. She learned in that higher atmos-
phere that the world around her was subject to law,
and so was her own life, and that to man alone is
vouchsafed the knowledge of his duty, so that he may
learn freely to obey the dictates of his own nature.
This thought illumined her soul with a light clear as
the sky above her. It caused her to forget that she
had ever lived another life — had ever erred. ‘There
was a new revelation also came to ‘* Sir Gibbie,”’ flee-
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ing from the sight of sin as if he would scale heaven
running up, for vp had grown almost a fixed idea in
his mind. At last he stood on the bare round, the
head of the mountain. He had never been on the top
of anything before. He had always been in the hollow
of things. He sat down on the topmost point, and
slowly in the silence and the loneliness the heart of the
child filled. The stillness grew great, and slowly de-
scended upon him. Surely it would deepen toa voice !
— it was about to speak! But why try to describe
the indescribable? Only that we may catch a faint
glimpse of the Infinite. But there was a link in
the change of development; a change passed upon
him. In after years when ‘‘ Sir Gibbie’’ had the idea
of God, when he had learned to think about Him, to
believe that a will of love enveloped his will, as often
as the thought of God came to him it came in the
shape of silence on ‘‘ Mt. Glasghar.”’

‘““And Aaron died on the top of the mountain.”” So
it was with Grant. Far away from the noise of the
city, on the mountain top, he fought his last battle.
Often had he ascended the mountain sides before. It
was to see the struggling armies, to look at the spec-
tacle of death beneath. And so he comes up the
mountain once more to meet the last grim foe. Here
was purer air, a broader vision, a more peaceful hour.
Of the ills of Aaron, or how he bitterly suffered, or
how death came to him, we know not. The Hebrew is
silent. We only know that he died on the mountain
top. Jesus’s love for retirement, His temptation, His
transfiguration, His tragedy, His ascension, all invest
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the mountain with spiritual suggestion and significance.
Perhaps there is no place where one gets so much out
of one’s self as on a mountain. We seem to inhabit
the large region which our eye commands. Thereis a
buoyant and almost boundless sense of freedom. Can
any one rise to a mountain top without in some way
feeling the pressure of the infinitude above? Here it
seems as if one were more sensitive to every thrill of
the eternal energy. Here we may commune with the
illimitable vast, and yet feel the oneness of the law
which binds all worlds and atoms into harmony.

Phe @rowth of the Bible.

A friend of mine, a teacher in the Sabbath-school,
said to me not long ago: ‘‘Why are the Hebrews
spoken of all through the Old Testament as God’s
chosen people? ‘Through what instruments does God’s
will take effect? Isit through the actualkings, adul-
terous David, deceitful Ahab, or blasphemous Uzziah ?”’
In reading the Bible we must take into consideration
the morality of the Old Testament is the morality of
the barbarous age in which it was written.

We need to start with the thought that this race of
ours began in childhood, weak, helpless, ignorant, in
the midst of a universe that we have found to be prac-

tically infinite. That is, the race began knowing noth-
14
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ing, practically — a little, weak, infantile race, looking
this way and that, imagining something here, building
up its little theories, getting its ideas as best it could
from its limited experience, finding out that it was
wrong, trying to correct its errors, to get new and
better thoughts. And so through its struggles, age
after age, this race of ours has been growing slowly
from the beginning. That is the point you need to keep
in mind as the key to the whole great problem ; you
need to remember that at first it was inevitable that
the child-world should have childish thoughts about the
world, about God, about itself, about the future. We
need to remember that every religion has simply been
an attempt of this child-world to think the truth about
its world, about its God, about itself, about the relation
in which it stands to God. Asa race develops it be-
comes wiser. There is a nobler thought of God ; Heis
looked upon as a wiser and better being. Thereis a
nobler conception of man, and the attempts on the part
of man to come into right relations with God are wiser
and better and more humane.

The ancient simplicity did not shun to think of God
as making a mistake and confessing a failure. There
1s something very charming about that simplicity. So
great was the faith these ancient people had in their
God — He seemed to them so near, so human, that
they could not help crediting Him with their own sen-
sations. And their confidence in Him and their rever-
ence for Him was in no wise diminished by regarding
Him liable to err. When He saw how wicked man
was, He must, they thought, have been disappointed,
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not anticipating such a result, and grieved that He
made him. We cannot, of course, with our maturer
conception of Deity, adopt that view, but the fact re-
mains.

That fact is the moral corruption of the early world and
the failure of the first societies of men arose from want of
the requisite moral aids. Their failures are no test of
the moral nature of man. They only show that the
moral life is a gradual growth ; that the moral force
which constitutes the stay and assures the stability
of state is the slow accumulations of succeeding ages of
moral and religious teaching and example. Revelation
is not spasmodic and intermittent, but continuous and
progressive. It is the spirit of God in man which
giveth understanding, and which here and there in
certain elect natures acts with exceptional power and
speaks with peculiar authority. There never was a
time when God was not revealing Himself with such
illuminations and visions of the truth as each age and
people were able to comprehend. Whittier, the Quaker
poet, once said he was not disturbed by any new devel-
opments since he held to the ‘‘inner light.”” **We
have the law and prophets within ourselves as truly as
in the sacred books.”” He remarked and implied that
even if very liberal views of the Bible came to prevail
he would not be troubled, since he confided in the doc-
trine of the divine immanence most of all. Here he
said the Quakers have an advantage over other denom-
inations of Christian people. However, he thought the
Bible would never be supplanted, since it alone perfectly
corresponds with the needs of the soul.
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The word elect was first applied to the Jews; they
were the elect or chosen people. They were selected
from among all nations for a great duty and opportunity ;
they were taught the unity of God and His holiness.

They were a city set on a hill to proclaim these
truths. ‘That was their opportunity. It was not hap-
piness, or heaven, or even goodness. They were
chosen for but work. When they hardened into big-
otry* of Phariseeism or froze into skepticism of Sad-
duceeism, when they ceased to do the work, then they
ceased to be the elect people.

Other nations were chosen, too, for other purposes.
The Greeks were a chosen people to develop the idea
of beauty, as the Jews were religion. It was no acci-
dent, their coming from confluent races and settling in
that sweet climate and romantic land. This was their
election, and they made it sure. ‘The Romans were a
prosaic people enough, but filled with the idea of jus-
tice, and they were chosen to develop the idea of law,
and when Rome ceased to do its work well it fell.

Whatever is said of the Jews as an elect people is in-
tended to show us a divine principle which must be ap-
plied to others. We are all as much elected as the
Jews to do a certain work, not to the old harsh and
terrible election, dishonorable to God and so paralyzing
to efficient growth, but lovely and encouraging when
looked at aright. Happy are we if like the Christ we
can say, ‘I have finished the work given me to do.”
As time goes on and we look back over past life we
can see the working of the divine decree. We can see
more clearly what our election was, how we fulfilled
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it, and how far failed. How we have been partly led
and partly driven into our true work, disciplined for a
purpose we never dreamed of for good to God’s other
children. We builded better than we knew. Oh, my
friend, do not stumble over the weaknesses and failures
of the elect or chosen people of God, but take this
grand old Bible for just what it is, and treat it as the
thought and the life of its age. Notwithstanding the
high coloring of oriental thought by legends, and un-
historical as much of the account of the Hebrew race
in its early stages may be, it is an admirable illustra-
tion of human life. It is a large picture of the won-
ders and dreads, of the temptations and expectations,
of the sins and sorrows which in turn possesses the
heart of mankind. The garden of innocence, the first
wrong doing, the slavery in Egypt, the march toward
freedom, the wanderings in the wilderness, the land of
promise, the falls and tbe risings, all are types of what
occur in each nation and each soul. Through all the
stages, with boundless illustration, as the thread runs
through a piece of music, now soaring heaven high on
triumphant wings of sound, now rolling along with
lower, easier tone blending with earth passions, runs

the thread of religious faith and obedience to the unseen
Power.



Phis Werld a &chool.

—_—

*“ "Tis not when all our friends do praise and cheer,
When parents, children, lovers, all are near:
When blithe and gay we dance and sing and laugh,
And greedily the cup of pleasure quaff.

When peaceful down life’s stream we glide along,
The human soul doth find its voice for song.

* But when life's bitter storms have washed us o’er.
And, heart-wrecked, tossed us panting on the shore ;
When all our hopes have long to ashes burned,

And we've in sorrow’s school the lesson learned,
When blindly groping we the way do seek —

"Tis then the human soul doth wake and speak.’ "

A divine foreknowledge and purpose placed us in
one of the many mansions prepared here for us to grow
up into what He means us to be. 'This entrance into
the universe is such an amazing event that it might
easily overwhelm us with wonder. But we are so
softly cradled into being we do not feel the enormous
change. As Wordsworth says: ‘‘’The little child is
so occupied with the earth and its thousand interests,
the outward wonders conceal from him the vastly
greater inward ones.” But to make the most of this
School of Life we must see this wonder of existence,
we must feel what a great comprehensible gift was be-
stowed on each of us, in that we live.

Arriving on earth, no other animal is so helpless as
we are ; before we leave we have taken such lessons in
power that all things obey us. Every day brings a
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new lesson. In learning the use of the natural organs
we must learn their relations to other things. Then
follow books and classes and companions with their
instructions.

The glory of it is that we can know anything. That
fact alone should fill us with peace in believing and joy
in helping, for it implies just what any alphabet im-
plies ; it puts in our hands the keys of the whole king-
dom of kinowledge ; and then if we are worthy, if we
desire to know the true and the good, our path will be
towards ever increasing light. When we read a book
we know it is the product of intelligence because it is
intelligible. The author’s mind 1s put in communica-
tion with ours through a common medium of thought,
so that through the book we know the man. Is not
the universe such a book? Is not every fact of science
and of experience an intelligible sentence expressing a
fragment of divine thought?

The universe is intelligible, therefore it is a product
and an expression of intelligence. We can read its
meaning in part ; therefore our minds are of the same
sort with the Maker's; we share the divine nature,
and are capable of receiving revelations. Here we are,
and I believe it is good to be here. But we need the
transfiguring light of spiritual truth to make clear to
us the goodness of our existence and the glory of our
surroundings. ‘The higher must interpret the lower,
not the lower the higher. Of this mighty volume I
can make out neither beginning nor end; but every
random sentence grows luminous when I read it in the
light of the truth that man is a spirit, and that he is
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placed here for spiritual development and discipline,
Do we feel weary of the task and like shutting up the
book and throwing it down in despair ? Courage, com-
rades ! Tet us turn our hearts toward the teacher and
our minds to the task. ‘There is a perfect providence
in all things and in our relation to all things, else our
whole being would be unreal and creation rotten to the
core. Everything around us and within us is meant to
bear a part in our education, although at the same time
we may feel that the lessons are hard, and have to be
dragged or whipped into it. We dare not throw off
the burden of our existence, but seek for more strength
to carry it. We must escape the limitations which gall
our freedom by outgrowing them, by rising above
them. The ‘‘life more abundant’’ is the only remedy
for what we call evil, and that remedy must be taken
internally, and almightiness is never far from any of us
if we are only in a receptive mood (it is only Dby the
right use of our powers we are kept in a way of re-
ceiving an increase of life in every faculty). Let us
then accept this world as our primary school, as God’s
nursery and kindergarten. A school assumes that
something more can be made of a child; that he is
capable of ‘‘becoming ;'’ that he is full of possibili-
ties, needs help, and can profit by discipline. Thus
by the right use of our powers we are kept in the way
of receiving increase of life in supplies, the opportu-
nity, and the incitement. ‘This makes the world a
school. We find ourselves placed in an order of things
which is intended to bring out our inborn capacities.
First, we open communication with the world through
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our senses, and as the mind works it grows, and ideas
. grow with it. Under this stimulus of knowledge and
experience principles unfold from within as petals in a
rose-bud. Arriving on earth, no other animal is as
helpless as man, but before he leaves he has taken such
lessons in power that all things obey him. How many
and how varied are his teachers; but whether the
lessons are hard or easy, whether teachers are kind or
stern, the school goes on without holding a vacation
until the end of life. Many credit-marks are set to our
account, but we often fail in recitations, and examina-
tion day finds many of us unable to pass in certain
branches. We are not put here in this primary school
of life to have a good time or a bad time, not primarily
to get money or to fail in getting it. Life is not to be
counted by any of these standards. The man who has
gained the grandest soul development, when he stands
on the border and looks death in the face, is the one
man out of the whole world who has understood life
and has taken out of it what God meant him to take.
The man who is great in any other direction has missed
the best there is if he has missed this. The primary
school is only preparatory to other departments — the
grammar school, the high school, the university of
God’s great universe. Great men graduate at the
school of failure. Failure shows a man his weak
points, and puts him on his guard. The seed which
lies buried in the earth must indeed struggle through
the clods into the light ; but is the earth an obstruction
or a help? Up through ignorance, animalism, clay ; up
through fear, failure, blindness; up through pain,
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labor, sin ; up toward life and light and liberty, strug-
gles the soul of man, bearing in itself the germ of
heaven, quickened by the Eternal Spirit and attracted
by the ever-shining sun of Righteousness. And to the
soul that is faithful to itself all hindrances become
helps, all defeats victories. T believe that if we were to
see the meaning of life as we gain glimpses of it now
and then, instead of looking upon death as a calamity
we should look at it as God’s servant, sent, as the ped-
agogue used to be sent in ancient times, to lead the
child by the hand to school. And when one after
another of us open the door and disappear, the others
behind think, perhaps, that we have ceased to be, be-
cause they cannot see us any more ; while we know, as
Rev. Benjamin Eicher said just before departure, ** We
are only going into the higher grades of study ;’’ and
I think that they who are beyond us can look back
again, see what we are going through, can sympathize
with us, can understand us as we understand children
before they have grown to our physical, mental, and
spiritual stature. And they cry over their lessons, find
things burdensome and hard to bear —as children do
— because they do not understand the relation which
their things sustain to that which 1s higher.



Phe Gelden Bowl.

‘“ We say ‘ God-speed ' to dear ones when they leave us
For distant lands beyond the foaming wave,
But ever still, for word and sign and token
That all is well, our hearts, expectant, crave.

““ How do they fare, the well-beloved, the living,
Who seek, afar, earth’s wonders on their way ?
We follow all their footsteps in their journey,
And watch and wait each message, day by day.

““ We lay our loved away — our dead and dearest;
How fares the soul? our hearts in anguish cry,
‘'Tis not for us to rend the veil of silence,’
Who ne’er have drunk from sorrow's cup reply.

‘* * Seek not communion with the world of spirits,
And all thy efforts, unavailing, cease;
Turn thou to others in the throng of living,
Leave thou the dead to slumber and to peace,’

** The dead, who loved us, come again in longing!
Would they be happy in some far-off sphere,
Estranged from all the tender ties once sacred,
Which made of life its consecration here ?

“No! Still they love us! Still they long to tell us,
In wondrous way, by message and by sign,
“ All is not lost! we seek you as you seek us !’
Wouldst thou shut out these messengers divine? '
— Anna Olcott Conmelin.
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As there is one keystone in the arch, so there is one
master link in the family bond. Often we know not
its binding power until it is taken away. We turn our
thoughts to one who made the ideal home, pervaded it,
filled its every part like air and sunshine coming in at
open windows. A bright attraction drew all to this
centre. It was not what he said or did; it was what
he was that inclined footsteps to his door. Those who
once felt the subtle, penetrating sweetness felt they
must return to bask in it again and again ; so he never
lost friends by a loss more pathetic than death. There
was no dislocation in his life.

The golden bowl is broken and confusion seems at
first to have come. Hearts are bruised and sore eyes
fill involuntarily with tears. The place he filled and
animated has suddenly turned into a tomb. There is
the empty chair he sat in, the unfinished letter. The
pale sunshine glides into the room as if looking sadly
in all the corners and missing him with a human sor-
row. We wait for his step. Will it not sound on the
stairs? No; there is only the rustle of a tree outside.
The golden bowl is broken and the frightful fact of
death tears us from all our support and leaves us with
reaching tendrils that find nothing whereon to cling.
He often said the abiding ones should never reproach
themselves for aught they had done or left undone, but
it seems now as if we were scant in our testimony of
his goodness, and now it is in vain to regret that we
cannot mend the broken bond, though we were to splice
it with our very heart-strings. An example like his
cannot die. It has been divided like sacramental bread
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and wine at the holy communion of souls. We each
have partaken who loved him.
~ He fell asleep likea little child on its mother’s breast,
with the inscrutable smile on his lips. He who had
been ¢ fathering >’ everybody all his life long was at last
gathered gently and painlessly into the Father’s ever-
lasting arms. At last God is lifting us up in secret in
the night of our grief, and helping us to bear the
the present and to endure the prospect of the future by
idealizing the past. T'he common life we once lived is
turned into poetry. The imagination is exalted and
purified by the touch of death. Never before were the
songs of sorrow so touching, such as ‘‘ In Memoriam,”
and a thousand tender elegies with which the human
heart seeks to ease itself of a burden too heavy to be
borne. Life has taken a new face; death has ceased
to be wholly unknown. We have entered with another
spirit into the cloud and into the shadow, the unknow-
able has thinned a little at its edges. We have had
glimpses, we have heard voices, there have been visions
granted us, and all the consciousness of seeing and be-
lieving breaks into song. Like terror and pity, it
purifies the source of our nature, choked so long with
warlikeness. . The sluice-ways of inspiration have long
~ been dry and dusty.

The golden bowl is broken ; our pride and ambition
withered and burned up like chaff. God saw that it
was well for us to be small and weak ; to stand with
stretching, pleading hands across the border, that meet
no answering human touches. He would teach us to
known we can only live in and. by Him. With the
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great desolation on the heart He has given us for the
first time the impulse to compare our own little thre-
nody, poor clumsy thing, but vital, because
us with real life. A thousand unimportant mem
foolish to others, sacred to ourselves, give ¢

hands. Parts of it make us weep bitter tears becau
of the scant box of spikenard we have broken on
feet of love. They are parts of our dark hourso
can least afford to miss. Pain for the deed undon
word unspoken, may help us to a tender thoug

feel coming at last, an earnest of the permanenc
love, the hope of meeting somewhere in God’s bou
less universe. A something says: *‘‘Peace be sti

““ Rest in the Lord.”” It comes to us when we pine fa
the touch of a vanished hand, the dear, lost presence of
husband and housemate. All of immortality is pul
in what comes to us, and faith spreads her wings
rises like a meadowlark into heaven. At last the |
becomes constant in us, and we are soothed to rest
weep no more with that desolating sense of loss
loneliness.

But we can never convey this little song to anoth
Fach must hear it for himself. We can never ex
nor prove its truths to the sceptical or unbeliey
We can only hint it vaguely to those who have
like experience. There are people who would thir
all moonshine and nonsense. We are very sorry
them, but cannot help them. We can only pra
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11:1 some dark hour they may hear its thrilling melody —
| song whose substance is faith, whose refrain 1s
of the divine competency and goodness.
00, must be broken on the wheel of loss ; their
de of life and self-importance destroyed by the blows
e mysterious powers above us, before the song will
to them breathing peace, hope, and trust, and
ect submission.
us the golden bowl is being mended again. It
ds us to the hereafter. We have a new interest in
lace where he and such as he are assembled. It
us to thinking how poorly we are fitted to enter
company, and humbler to strive in tremulous hope
at God will send His spirit to fashion us into a new
ness, even an heavenly one.

~ Prom DarRness to loight.

. hand of God. Weare constituted to reactions ; are
to feel acutely ; our relations are harps in the
s of the whole choir of harpers, who are on the
nd before us. In such moods we are inclined to
‘““How can He sit up there in the calm and
Ecl hear the awful wail of this world’s sin and
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misery, so many thousands of years, and not come
armed with His God-like power toits succor?’’ When
we think of all the broadcast wretchedness, the anguish
and grief upon which the stars are shining this cold
midnight — why, its enough to drive one mad ; 'tis the
long agony of our kind that crushes us. We cannot
get away from it. We cannot study or think. We
only hear the blind, struggling cry of the race.
But as we sit listening the cold midnight passes away,
and the fair glory from the east has pierced its gloom.
The rosy dawn is touching the spires and house-tops,
dispelling with its gold the shadows to our secret
rooms. Nature acts not in the external world alone,
but in the core of all life. No mortal eye hath seen
the love that created all within the known sphere, yet,
when we are lifted up into a higher atmosphere, where
all discordant sounds blend in perfect harmony above
the strata where struggle and sorrow and passion
abide, we insensibly feel its reign. What keeps the
world together but opposites? What makes the earth
bring forth its fruits but the kindliness of the sun?
What makes the bird, with all the air for its wanderings,
come back to the fledgeling in its nest? Strike love
that conjoins from creation and creation returns to a
void. 'Take parental love away and life is born to
perish. Where stop the influence of love? Love binds
the citizens of states together and keeps the laws
that subject individual liberty to the common good.
Love creates, love cements, enters, and harmonizes all
things. Wherever we see good and beauty preside
with the faculty of joy, there we should recognize the
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Divinity. But I thinkI hear onesay: ‘° Where I see
misery and hate, what should I recognize there?”
Can the good come without a struggle? Is the beauti-
ful accomplished without strife? Recall the tales of
primeval chaos, when, as sung the primal singer, love
first darted into the midst ; 1magine the heaves and
throes of conjoining elements. Conjure up the first
living element born of fluctuating slime and vapor ;
surely they were things incomplete, deformed, ghastly
fragments of being, as are the dreams of a maniac.
Had creative love stopped there, and from the heights
of some fairer world viewed the warring portents, then
it might have been said, these are the works of evil and
hate. Love did not stop there but worked on, and out
of chaos swung this glorious world into ether, the com-
pleted sister of the stars. Again, see the sculptor in
his earlier strife with the marble, how uncouth the first
outline of limb and feature, unlovelier in the rugged
commencement of shape than when the dumb mass
stood shapeless. The sculptor does not stop here, but
stroke by stroke comes from the stone a shape with
more beauty than man is endowed with. Thus it is
with the soul in its nude sphere, it works its way on
through the adverse matter. We see its work half
completed, and in our midnight darkness cannot see
the dawn, can hear only the wail of the world’s great
anguish, and cry out: ‘‘Look! this is misery, this
is hate, because the chaos is not a perfect world, and
the stone block is not yet a statue of Apollo.”” For-
getting in our moods of doubt that the rosy morn is
coming, and that we must not pause lingering in doubt
but work on and on until the victory brings repose.
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~ friends. Their home life was whal 3
‘one might call ideal, as both were verj. .
| domestic in their tastes, and after Dr.!i; S A
Chilcote’s death in April, 1895, sh¢:
was very lonely and was no doubl o0

~ ¢ “THE MORNING HAS DAWNED.”
A few years ago, after the death of

| her husband, Mrs. Dr. Chilcote, fto

.~ I'while away the weary hours, had pub-
!lished a book entitled ‘‘The Morning
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Will' Dawn.”’ Tt treats of life in the | MOre than ready to go when the sumi /@ &
U hereafter, from the Christian’s stand- |- mons came. Her kindly face will be Wi
point, and contains essays written at b much missed in the town, as she was 5.4
different times, and it is really quite |~ € of the best known women of the i
_ an interesting collection. | town. : |
" Tt is full of hope and faith. She had | . There are surviving her, D. H. Bak ‘i &
~ no idea of putting the book on the | lard, a brother, of this city; M. D, I
Ballard of Seattle, also a brother, ang =

 market, but distributed it among her |

= freinds and gave her club friends each Mrs. A. W. Cox, a sister at whosi i

home she died in Chicago, and a sisfer, 4 &

I
¥
b

“ . “lla copy. She was a member of the
" | Reading Circle and of the Nineteenth _
. Century club. She was always rather |
7% bookish and she enjoyed good literature |

. greatly.

For her ‘‘the morning has dawned.’’ |

She died last Wednesday afternoon at
the home of her sister, Mrs. Cox. in
Chicago. She was there visiting when
_she was taken down and her brother,

D. H. Ballaxd, was sent for and was |

present at her death.
She was 73 years old. She was born

' Sin Hendricks county, Ind., and came to
| ““JTowa with her husband, Dr. Chilcote,

in 1858. Washington was but a hamlet

L of a few hundred at that time. She
" has been identified with the town from

the beginning. Her husbard. Dr. A.
W. Chilcote, was one of the best known
and one of the most useful men for
the town and county. He grew wealthy
here; that is, wealthy as men are called
well to do in a country town. Henever
hoarded his money, but as they had no
children, he was always a liberal
giver, They gave liberally to all
worthy enterprises, and Mrs. Chilcote

“["I'did not cease to be philanthropic after

her husband’s death, but was always
‘a willing giver to whatever came up
worthy of support. A She was a wonder-
fully good woman. She always retain-

ed her interest in the young people

and was beloved by all her young

(“Mrs. J. R. Lewis of San Jose- Cal.Tl:j I (K37
funeral was held Friday afternoon fron

5 Sat: |
the residence, and was conducted by L n

Dr. Coxe and Rev. Schreckengast. 3

All the stores and the banks wen  #: ¢

" closed Friday afterncon during th ¢

hour of Mrs. Chilcote’s funeral, whia = !

* was a creditable mark of respect to & fi 9

old and honored pioneer.
By the death of Mrs. Chilcote th %o

- town comes info possession of her el§ #5: =

gant residence to be used as a library i
and it will be a delightful place fa o b
that purpose. She had so provide
in her will. ‘:
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== , , =1 “For the Iaat four’ or five veai's hls '.
! # br. A. W. Chilcote. " |eyesight has been failing and for|!
" The city is in mourning over the several years he was almost totally | -
j daath of Alexander W. Chilcote, one ofr blind. Yet, in all his affliction, he|-

‘lour most prominent, most respected never complained. but kept cheerful |

||citizens. For several weeks his friends ~ |and thought of the bright side of life
|have been apprehensive of his condi-| |andnot the dark. He was of a humor-|
{%ion, but not till the fore part of last(, |OUS turn and no oue enjoyed a joke
| week was all hope abandoned. The better than himself. Dr. Chilcote has
disease was paralysis and a general| |800€ to his reward. There iS SOrrow-
| breaking up of the system. ing on earth, because he remained not
| Dr. Chilcote was born in Somerset longer in it. But the world was made
Ohio, in 1825, As a yom?b better by his having lived in it. There
‘'man he taught school in his native | |3r® few as good men as was Dr. Chil-
‘l'county, as many of our successful men |t | cote, none better.

‘|in life have done. In 1844, he took up
' |the study of medicine, teaching school
Ibetween times to make suifficient
1 ‘money to carry on his studies. Dr.
| | Chilecote was married to Miss Jane
' |Ballard in 1848 and started out to|
i practice medicine. After one year’s| ..
s successful practice and when his busi-
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ness began to prosper, his eyesight
| lbegan failing and he was obliged to
_tabandon his cherished ambition. He
{'get up in the drug business in Danville, |
\Indiana, wasburned out in a few years
{land was laft with little or nothing | &2 _ 2
| except: an'nmconquarable and indomit- | =~ T SO, o W ISR
lable purpose to get on in the world. A7 7 S EifenE
' They came west and located in Wash- g
ington in 1852, when this was a hamlet |. = 7S
of 300 people. He started in the drug|.
\lbusiness again and succeeded so well ;
| financially, socially and in winning the
| confidence of the people that he became
one of the organizers of the Farmers
& Merchants’ Bank, an institution since
‘I merged into the Washington National | .
Bank, of which he has been president ||
|'since it began. There is little that we
gan add by way of eulogy. His life is
an open book. His life has been filled | =
| with good deeds. No one who wasin |-
| /the least worthy asked him for aid in
Ivain and the unfortunate were not
" turned empty handed away. He was
. Ul'public spirited to a degree and no re-
| " |ligious or educational enterprise ever
| |appealed to him without substantial
| | |reward.
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